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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Halt! 


ILLY BUNTER sat down. 
B It was hot in the land of 
7A 


pt 
hintor was tired. 
Having walked nearly half a, milo, 
Billy Bunter felt that his fat little legs 
had done enough. 
‘A shady sycamore grew beside the 
andy tratk ‘th i 
Billy Bunter turned from the track, 
plumped down under the shade of 








wide-spreading branches, and leanei 
back against the trunk,” He took oft 
Lord Mauleverer's best Panama hat 


‘and fanned his heated fat face. 


‘Harry Wharton & Co. halted. ‘They 
stared at Bunter. Only another half- 
milo ahead of tho juniors Nile 





rolled and gleamed im the sun, and 
they could seo their dahabiych ticd up 
to the bank and the figures of tho 
Nubian sailors on deck. 

‘The Greyfriars tourists, on their way 
up the Nile in the houseboat, had taken 
a walk ashore that morning. Under 
‘the guidanco of Hassan, the dragoman, 
they" had “done” some ancient, rock 
tombs. Bunter hadn’t “done” | the 
tombs. Bunter had sat under  date- 





palin ‘and disposed of, « large, bag 
e 


fticky Turkish —sweetmeats 
thoughtfully brought with 
Famous, Five, and Lord 
had walked miles. Bunter hadn't! 
anyono who did not. know Billy Bunter 
might have supposed that he was, goo: 
Tor tho walk back to the Nile, It was 
only a milo. But, half a nile was 
‘enough for Bunter—in fact, too much. 
‘Sovho sat down. Harry Wharton & 
Co, were rather anxious to get back 
to tho dahabiyeh for lunch. Bunter, 
for once, want! With several pounds 
‘Tus Msoner Lisrany.—No. 1,284. 





hat led towards the Nile. di 





of sticky sweets in his capacious int 






Bunter for once didn't mind being late 
‘in fact, he wasn't ready 
for lunch. What "ho wantod was a 


What the other follows wantod 





rally gavo no thought. 
ell said. Bob 









® said Bunter, with calm 


ignity. 

The tirefulness must be terrific after 
the walkfulness of an esteemed half- 
pile” remarked Hurres Jameet Ram 





’s hot” said Bunter. 
“Hotter for you than for us?” asked 
Johnny Bull. 
poenate from Bunton! | Ho disdained 
‘0 reply to that frivolous question. 
Wola. got. to, get on, fatty,” said 
Frank Nugent—we want our’ lunch, 
you know? 
‘Bunter’s fat lip curled. 
“T can't make out why some fellows 
aro always thinking of, grub,” he said. 
sickening.” 








juzaling all 


Cherry. 
jad nothing 


the morning and we've 
since brokker !” 

“I may have had a snack,” said 
Bunter. “It’s not much I eat, as you 
know. You fellows seem to think of 
nothing else. For goodness’ sake stop 
worrying about your blessed insides and 
sit down and rest for an hour or 0.” 

rinned. The 
liam George 
junter as if they could have eaten 
him. “They were net blessed with appe- 
fites like Bunter's, but they had 
healthy appetites of thoir own. They 
srero already rather late for lunch on 


the dahabiyeh, which the Coptic cook 
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was certain to have all ready for them. 
They had been thinking of putting on 
speed for the last halfmiler Bunter, 
ily, Waa, thinkiog votherwise, 
Tho fat ju blinked at them 
severely through 
“TI say, you fellows, don't be 
ho admonished, “For goodness! 
think of something else beside 
think of me! I don’t mind 
for lunch. And I’m tired, 
gh gen eov' would 
could get a nap! on’t be sv joll; 
selfish, you know. If there's one thing 
IT never could stand it's selfishness.” 











ig spectacles. 
pigs 
ako 











“Oh, great, pip!” 
“You fat, chump!” exclaimed Harry, 
Wharton, “Get up and come on!” 
“Shan't !” 

“Oh, como on, you men!” grunted 
Johnny Bull. “i'm hungry! That fat 


ss can stay’ hore as long as ho likes, 
and be blowed to him!” 

“Woe can’t leave the howling idiot 
here,” said Harry. “Bunter, you 


Bunter’s eyes, closed bohind his speo- 
tacles. No doubt. tho Owl of the Grey- 
friars Remove considered it best to put 
an end to the argument by going! to 

“Bunter! roared Bob Cherry. 

“You fat piffler—” bawled. Bob, 

“Oh, really, Cherry! | wish you 
wouldn't, roar like mad bull. when 
a fellow’s fast asleep!” said Bunter 
peevishly. 

“Lug him along by tho cars! said 
Bob, “We can’t leayo him here! ‘Tako 
hold of his ears—plenty of room for 
the lot of us!” 

“You checky beast!” roared Bunter, 
“Look here, you fellows, I'l come 
I don’t have to walk! What about 
Hassan carrying me?” 
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“Ob, my lordly gentlemen !” exclaimed 
Hassai, to disuey at the iden, “Ob, 
gat, 1 au’ as strong as King Rameses, 
But not strong enough for that, ear. 

‘Dont you bo checks,” said’ Dunter. 
“1 ‘say you. fellows, Hassan can take 
mip ot his back—you fellons can help. 
‘After ally it's not far—the siver's. 
sight. "Don't be slackers” 

fiassan, tho dragoman, looked quite 
uneasily at the jumors. ‘He was eager 
{oblige his oval gentlemen ux 
iting to reply in the negative to ans 
Fequest. Bub the prospect of harmg 
Billy” Hunter's ‘avoirdupois. landed on 
his back. evidently” dismayed — him. 
Neither did tho aden of rallying round 


Hassan, and helping to support Billy (, 


Bunter’s uneommon weight seem. to 
‘appeal to the chums of the Gresfriars 
Remove. 

“Perhaps I find, a donkes, sars!” 
suggested Hassan, “I go and tun with 
prompt dispatch apd find one donkes 
to, carry noble fat lord, sars.” 

«Well, that’s all right,” said Bunter. 
“I'm eonsidorate, T hope-—T'll wait here 
till Hassan fetches a donkey from some- 
where, you fellows. If it’s a quiet 
donkey —not like those beasts at Lusor— 
Vil ride itt Mind there's a comfortable 
saddle, Hassan!” 

“Thore’s no. donke: 
anyhow,” said Harry. | For goodnes 
sake, Bunter, don’t bo such a fat 
cher, et up and get on!” 

aN 


h 
“What about kickin’ him?” asked 
Lord Mauleverer, as if struck by 9 
audden bright idea, “I can’t vory well 
kick Bunter, aa he's my jolly old guest 
but PL walle on while you fellows kick 
him—awhat ?” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 
st! roared Bunte 
“Took hero, Bunter—" said Nugent. 
“T'wish you'd stop talking when, 






































follow wants to go to sleep. “If you'ro 
not going to fan tho flies off I don’t 
want you heret 1! till Hassan, 


Y 
brings tho donkey, and you fellows can 
get off to your guzzling (” added Bunter 
seqrntully : 

Tord Maulorerer mado a sign to the 
aragoman, and Hassan departed in 
quett of & donkey, "All along the Nilo 
qlonkers and doakey-boss,, were to. be 

myriads—tho difsculty 

as a rule, was not to hire a donkey 
if « fellow sot foot, on shore. But, as 
so often happens in this troublesom 
universe, a thing that could be had in 
wanted was 





found in thei 








abundance when it, w 





hot to bo found when it was wanted. &: 


No donkeys, or donkey-boys were to be 
seen, and the dragoman had to walle 
back to the nativo villago near the 
rock tombs to feich one. 

‘Tho Famous, Five glared at Bunter. 
Bunter shut his eyes once more—he 
sngred. 









Mauly’s uncle has told us that 
when we go ashore we've got to keep 


rai 
about. 








fogether. Look here, Bunter, 
leave you here something may’ 
togoi 











“Suppose that Greck, villain, Ki 
clos, dropped ‘on you!” 

“Suppose those Arabs got efter 
son 









Will you come on, you fat frump?” 
based Johny Bal 
iliy ‘Bunter’s eyes opened with an 
link OP 


exasperates 
ho hooted. 


isn’t any dat 
T shoulda’t be funky, 
et ont, and lot a fel 
Yow fat idiot——" 
Snore! 
Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged 
glance. Bunter could not be left on. 
own. He had to get a move on, Kiel 
ing him seemed the only resource, an 
the Famous Five wero prepared to 
fake ‘that measure, But Lord 
Manleverer interposed. 
"Go easy, old beans!” murmured Ii 
lordship. "Kickin’ Bunter as. far as 
the Nile will take as long as waitin’ for 
Hassan to come back with the donkey. 
And I've got rather a wheeze 

Stepping back out of hearing of the 
fat Owl, Lord Mauleverer whispered. 
‘Ther was a chuckle from tho Famous 








“There 
































Five. Mauly’s wheeze, whatever it was, 
seemed to catch on, and to console the 
chums of the Remove for tho postponc- 
Joga of their balated lunch, 

Vbye, 


re Bunter!” roared Bob 











‘The juniors tram) away. Bunter 
iked after them, 

disappear be: 

yond the bushes -tlong tho 
dy path. 0 grunt of satisfac: 








nd sank: 
? slumber, ‘deep snore 
cehoed along the bank of the Nile, 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
‘The Kidnapping of Billy Bunter ! 


ALLY BUNTER woko suddenly. 

He woke with a startled gasp. 

Ho had been dreaming—a 

happy dream of a spread in a 
Remove study at Greyfriars. : 
‘Bunter, on tho whole, had enjoyed hi 
holiday in Egypt. ‘The geub had beet 
‘And if the grub was all righ! 
Everything was all right, from the point 
of. view of William Gorge Bunter. 
Still, he was not sorry. at the prospect 
of returning to Groyfriars for the new 
form. He was not anxious to sce the 
Head or his Form master, Mr.-Queleh, 
or to grind at lessons in the Remove 
Form-room. But he looked forward to 




















t dropping into the school tuckshop. 


‘He had not forgotten Mrs. Mimble’s 
doughnuts. And whilst he, admitted 
that thé grub on the dahabiyeh was 
good—distinetls. good—he pined for the 
jam tarts of his native land. And as 


2 slept and snored under the shady 











syeamore, he was dreaming of a spread 
in Smithy’s study. in tho Removo 
Diseoge at Grosfriars, and of an, un- 
imited supply of juicy, laky jam tarts 
that went down like oystors, It was a 
happy dream, and he smiled in his 
slegp. 





ceased to smile and ceased to sleep 
as a dusty dhurra-sack was suddcly 
whipped over his hoad, and drawn 
down over his fat shoulders, 

*Qoooooh!” gasped Bunter. 

He blinked dicily 

could sce nothing ! 

Hands were on him on all sides, and 
they drew the rough sack down round 
about him, and a rope was run round it 
and tied. 

‘Then ho was jerked to his fect, 

He stood gasping, blindfolded by the 
sack, and mcezing as somo of tho dist 
ot into his fat little nose. He could 








t there wero at, least four or 
fivo pairs of hands on him. He could 
hear the movements of a donkey close at 


hand. 
“Ow! Help! ot 





roared Bunter. 








say, leggo! ? 

“Bismillah!” came 9 deep, voice 
through the sack,“ Mashallah ! Woshy- 
bosh bash-bash wushy-tush ?”” 





‘Oh erik Thoso_ beastly Arabs 


1d Bunter. “T 


searab! 











the doep voice. 
bump!” 





Bunter did not know much Arabi 
Mo had learned tho word “‘backsheesh,”” 
Mi travellers in tho i 





° 
there, Such ojac 
iniliah" and “ Inshall 
among’ the na 
the rest ot thet ih 
to him, though he had no, doubt that 
Was Arbies Ht it was, fe was. a 
Of Arable that would have pussled 
Arab. 
another deop voice, 
“Woosh! Hacky-cracky-backy-bang 
* Bunky-bunky-bump 1” said another 
vole, 








ind 
id 












tly there was a gang of them, 
all, peaking in that strango tongue: 
which was Arabic to Bunter's terrified 
ears, 

Ho felt himself lifted from the 
ground. From the panting among tho 
Unseen ang, it was clear that the kit 
nappors had to exert themselves to, get 

But they got him up, and he 
od in tho saddle of a’ donkey. 
“'Yoo-hoooh—woosh !” said a, savage 
voice. “Kosh! ‘Bosh! Pong!” 

‘The donkey started. 

Bunter heard the, tramping fect of 
the kidnappers round him. He swayed 
and lurched in tho saddle, apluttering 
with terror. i 

He had no doubt in whose hands he 
was. 

Kalizelos, the Greck, had tracked the 
Greyfriars party up the Nilo, and thes 
had had moro than one narrow escape 
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from him and from Yussof and Homza, 
his Arab confederates. Kalizclos was 
in quest of the Golden Scarab, which 

he believed to hold the secret of the 
hee treasure of the reign of Rameses 
the Second. _ Why the ruffians should 
have scized Bunter was not clear, for 
belonged to Lord 
‘and they could not suppose 
that he had entrusted it into ally 
Bunter’s keeping. But they had sei: 
him—for here he was, bl indfolded i in a 
dusty sack, stuck on a donkey, riding 
away in the midst of the ruffians to 
arts unknown, 

At Luxor the juniors had had & 
narrow escape of be taken away into 
the desert by the Greek. Now Bunter 
realised that he was for it. He could 
not seg in what direction ho was being 
taken, but he bad no doubt that the 
villains were heading for the sandy 
‘wastas of tho Libyan desert. 

“Help!” yelled Bunter suddenly. 

A hand jabbed at the sack that en- 














pelaped him, and a deep voice growled 
eatening accents: 

“« Boosh t Ware yup kogosh! Bashy- 
pashy-wang-bang-—skooop !” 


‘Bunter shuddered. 

He did not, of course, understand the 
words; but the tone in which they were 
Uttered was blood-ourdling ! 

Ho did not yell again. 

‘tho donkey tramped on. 
and on, till sudden! 
Muteringvolees” camo 














feot londed on the earth, with 
hands grasping him on both aide 
shuddered at the touch, in his 
eye pictui i the Heres, dark faces of 
the savage desert Arabs by whom he 


Kalizelos could. not 
Bie" iben “etong thers iThe_ Groak 
would have spoken to him in English, 
Romo cree ‘gong of bedouins, most 
Tkely. 

Forced forward by the grasp on his 
fat arms through the sack, Bunter tot, 
tered on his way. To his ‘astonishment 
his fect no longer trod sandy earth, but 
hard’ wood, "Ho might havo faicied 

i ho was, crossing, the gang-plank 
from the bark‘ef the Nile (6 tho deck 
of tho dahabiyeh, But that, of course, 
‘was impossible if he had been taken 
away into. the heart of the desert by a 
fang of kiduapping Arabs. 

“ Gooshywoooshy-wops!” said a deep, 
growling voieo, 

Bunter was 


























Il walking on wood, 
which felt exactly the same as the deck 
of the dahabiyeh under his feet. Ho 
was taken down three shallow steps. 
A dloor opened. 

“Koooosh !” came the savage growl. 

‘He wes lod into a room. 

Bump! 

Hi roared os bo landed on the floor 
‘glam! A ‘door closed ! 

Billy Bunter was left alone. 

‘He sat in the sack, gasping. | Evi- 
dently this unseen room was to be bis 
prison, and the beasts had left him tied 
in the sack. For soveral minutes bo 
dared not thove: fas toe villains shout 























But thore was no sound of returning 
footsteps. ‘Tho silenca reassured him at 
last. He began to struggle with the 


jense relief he found that the 

rope tied round him was very loosaly 

tied. ‘The kidnappers soemed to have 
‘Tne Magner Lipary.—No, 1,284. 











‘been careless with their prisoner. The 
rope fell away as Bunter struggled. He 
worked tho sack upward, and got it 
clear of his fat shoulders, his fat face, 
and his head. He gasped with relic! 
when it was off at lest, 

“Oh lor’ !” gurgled Bunter. 

He picked himself up. set his spec- 
tacles straight on his fat little nose, and 
blinked round him. 





Ho was in room with a latticed 
window, and ‘through "the lattice ‘he 
could see the glimmer of sunshine on 


water, Apparently his prison was near 
the Nile.” There was ne door, 
Bunter rolled to it, and stood listening 

ith a palpitating heart. From a little 
distance a sound eamo to his cars. It 
vas a sound of lau Apparently 
the kidnappers were laughing over their 
success in seizing the most important 
member of the Gresfriars party, 

ate!” Bunter. 

Within sound of tho villins Bunter 
dared not open the door. | Ho perceived, 
with an astonished blink, that, 




















fastened only by the latch, and it would 
havo opened to his fat hand. Undoubt- 
edly those kidnay 

with their 





I 
fat Owl dared not 


Tt was tho Nilo that rolled before hi 
He ‘could sco across the wide river 
roofs of Assuan glistening among dato- 
Palms; and two or three  dahabiyehs 
‘Were in sight, as woll as a dozen or more 
ypativo felueeds” And now it dawned on 
Buntor, to his further astonishment, that 
the room in’ which he ws ned 
Was a cabin on somo vessel on 











Ho oguld hear the wash of tho water bad 


past the hull below. 

‘Tho kidnappers had not, after all, $ 
taken him away into tho desert on 
donkey-back—they had brought him to 
tho river, and on board sone vessel— 

perhaps, @ houseboat belonging to Kali- 
Ele ‘That seemed probable to Bunter. 

ha trembling fat hand ho folt ovar 
ed shutter at_the window. It 
‘opened te his touch. Evon the window 
Wis "not fastened by. thoso careless kid- 
iappers. Bunter blinked dowa at tho 
rolling Ni is head. ‘Swim. 
ising Wid mot appeel to hiurbs dil uot 
Tike the idea of les. 








my 








‘A native felucca, gilding by at a little 
distance, slowed down, two brown faces 
tuxning towards tho fat faco that blinked 


‘out of the cabin window. One of tho 
boatmen held up bunches of dates, 
giWdontly having those succulent, articles 
for sale, Bunt fleamed behind 





his spectacles. He © ‘the natives 
torapproach with the Bost, TS 
‘They pulled in. 
Billy Bunter put his bead out of the 


cabin window, and blinked to and fro, 
and up and down. From the deck above 
he could hear a sound of moving feet 





iz 
and of native voices, but no one was funk: 


looking over the side. ‘The felucca's 
mast was down, fortunately; the boat- 
men wero rowing. not sailimg. Bunter 
hoped that the boat might approach 
‘without being observed by the nen on 
tho upper desk. 

‘The felucea glided undor Bunter's 
yindow. One man 
held the bunches of 
hat that was what ‘the 
wanted. But Bunter, for onet, did not 
want something to eat. To the utter 
amazement of the boatmen, he clam- 








fered through the window, Hun on 
‘roped into. the 


hh fat hands, “and 


Bboy fair 
ores should leave 
is inary Ww 
tothe Nile bostmen "© "Ser 

‘Bunter bumped. 








ign tourist fe 


THE MAGNET 


“Qooooh !” he gasy 
But there was Got" wcond to Toso! 
Any instant bY might ng down from 
Bn foe euceds aegied tad ples 
inter gasped, gurgled, and potuted te 
‘the eastern shore, ‘where the roofs of 
Assuan, glistened 1 in the sun. With the 
other hand he showed s handful af 
piastres, which he had fortunately bor- 





foned “from ‘Lord Mauiovorer” that 
“ Assian—quiek 1” ho breathed. 


“Yes, sar!” stuttered one of thé 
astoun 


semen, 
‘And they shoved off, and pulled for 
the shore, 
THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
The Flight and the Pursuit ! 





“ hay hat” 
‘That | merry, sound of 
citer was ringing in the 





dinfagealoon. ‘of the Cleo: 

tra, the magnificent dababiyeh which 
XisSearou ot Caio, -nad eat tp tho 

reylriars, anda ‘which Harry 
Wiharlon & Co. wero “doing” the Nilo 
up to tho First Cataract. 

“rhe chums of the Remove had arrived 
late for lang, “hay were eajoring ie 
all'the more for that reagos.,Suill moro 





‘wore they enjoying their little jest on 
The fat ada Tatdous Ow af tho Remover 

Billy Bunter had discovered that, ho 
was @ 


isonet on. board a dahabisch. 
Rad not discovered that the data 
biyeh w 





the Cleopatra. He had heard 
iad of Toughterbut he bad not 
realised that it proceeded, not from @ 
gang of Arab kidnappers but from the 
chums of ren riars. Not for a moment 
daw! on Bunter’s fat brain that 
i Kidnappors were tho Famous Biv of 
rs, and + he was a 

% in'a cabin only a fowr yard 
‘saloon where thoy sat at lunch, 
juniors were wondering how long 
it oe id be. Wil those interesting fects 
caged on William George Bunter. 

really expected’ that - Bunter 
would” discover how matters stood 
soon as he got the sack off his head. 

But lunch was nearly ovor now, ond 
‘the fat Owl had not emerged from tho 
cabin where he had been placed. 

From the dining-saloon tho juniors 
could see along tho passago that divided 
the.cabins, and Bunter would havo been 
in view hed fio emerged. 

But he did not emerge, 

Apparently he. was still under tho im- 
prsaion that “ho ' was a kidnapped 
is less hands, and that stato 
lo the juniors yell, 

“Ts that silly still sitting thero 
with the sack on his silly head, 1 Wone 
der?” remarked Bob Cherry. 




































“Ha, ha, hal” 
jiHe’ necded « leson” said Harry 
‘Wharton, lang! ‘Well, ho's getting 


it! I dare say he will sit there, too 
‘we go and root him 





him 9 Jook in aft 
ag Fiank’Nogent “Ge 


lunch,” 
shall ‘wo leave him there ti 


we get to 


Ha, ha, he! 
Nubian servants glided to and fro, 


waiting on the juniors. _ Their black 
faces wore erins, Everybody on 
board the dahabiyeh had seen Billy 


Bunter brought on board, enveloped in & 
sacle, and taken to an unoceupied cabin, 
What such an extraordinary proceeding 
meant the natives did not know; but no 

doubt they'yealiced that it was a jest at 
the ‘expense of the fat Owl. Even 
Moussa, tho grave reis, had grinned ab 
the sight of him in the ‘How long 
hhe was going to stay in that cabin, undor 
the impression that he w 






EVERY SATURDAY 


r, was quite an interesting 





prisoner 
quest 
‘The juniors intended to leave him till 
after lunch, anyhow, if he did not come 
Out of his’ own accord before. ‘That 
afternoon tho dahabiych was going on to 
Assan, which was in sight, where the 
arty were to meet Mauly’s uncle, Sir 
eginald Brooke, and his friend, Mr. 
Maroudi, the Egyptian millionaire, who 
hhad lent them the dahabiyeh. ‘The holi- 
day was drawing to a close, and only « 
few more days remained on the Nile, 
sthich were to be spent on a trip above 
the cataract, to seo tho great Assuan 
Dam, and the Nubian Nile above. 
Harry Whatton & Co. 

















would have 


“Good gad!” ejaculated Lord staule- 
verer, in amazement. “What tho 


Ho call boat fom a window of 2 
cabin, ears!” scan. He minke 
Boat ‘peoples fn a boat row him away, 
cars! 

Great pi 

“Ob, my hat 

‘The juniors jumped to their feet. 
They, dared’ ao Hessnne” and at ‘oes 
another, and then burst into a roar of 
inughter, 

“fe, hs, ha!” 

“Escaped !" yelled Bob Cherry. “Oh 
my only summicr hat! Bunter escaped 
front the jolly old kidnappers——" 





“Ha, ha, ha! 

Forgetful of their unfinished lunch, 
the Greyfriars fellows rushed ‘on 
Moussa, the reis, and the Nubian sailors: 
were staring after a felucca that wos 
pains: hard’ up to Asauan, on the other 
nk. Two brown men were pulling {oF 
i they were worth, In the storm sat a 
well-known fat figuze, "A fat face. was 
timed, to stare back at tho dalabiych, 
and tho sunshine fiasiel ons pait of 
Terge. spectacles. 

Billy Bunter wos blinking beck 
terrified eves behind. his” spectacles, 
Barly. owing to his short. sight, and 
artls to his state of puipitating” funk, 
1 did not Tocognise: the Gahablyeh, OF 




















Bunter signed to the natives to approach, and the felucea glided up to the side of the dahabiyeh. Then, to the utter amazement 
of the festa the fat junlor elambered through the window, hang on by his fat hands, and dropped into the feluoca { 


been quite pleased. to follow the. great 
river up to Khartoum and the Sudan, 
and even to the Great Lakes where it 
hhad its soureo; but Greyfriars and tho 
pow. term claimed, them, "Also, Sir 
Reginald Brooke had completed the 
business inthe Fayyum which had 
brought him out to Egypt. 

‘Thero- was a hurried footstep in the 
cabin passage, and Hassan, the drago- 
man, camo into the dining-saloon. 

‘The dragoman was grinnin 

©Lordly gentlemen he oxciaimed. 

“Hallo, Hallo, hallo? 

Oh oxalai “Tho 
ittle fat lora—" 

“Bunter?” exclaimed Harry Wharton. 
“What about Bunter?” 

“Magnificent, sar, ho bas escaped !” 
‘gasped Hassan. 

“What?” roared tho juniors. 




















Hassan, 








“Ha, ha, ha 

“He go very fast, sars!” said Hassan, 
his brown face wreathod in grins. | “Ho 
hold up handful of piastres to boatmen— 
ho. to eastern bank—he say ‘ Quick, 


quick, quick!” ais 
“Ha, ba, ha!” shrieked the juniors. 
‘They had wondered how long Bunter 
would remain a prisoner in a cabin & 
few yards away. But they bad, nov 
dreamed that ho would eseape by, the 
window, in a boat on the Nile. |The 














had not suspected the fat Owl of su 
resource. Evidently Bunter was 
desperat 





“Oh erikey!”, gasped Bob, wiping 
ony his fears, “fbn i tow ely sok 
"ho. richfulness is tevly terrific 
ctgtieg Hurree damiet Ham Slog, 
We'd better get after him 
Nugent, ““Godiness koows whore be 
will gel tol” 








the black sailors who stared at him fom 
tho deck. 

But he knew that his escape had been 
seen, for ho could sco that, the sailors 
were staring after him, and he was in 
momentary fear of pursuit. He blinked 
back from moment to moment in diro 
terror, and from moment to moment 
urged his rowers to greater efforts, ‘Tho 
two Nile boatmen were doing their best, 
but tho felucca was slow and heavy, anc 
progress was not swift, 

Harry Wharton & Co. stared after 
the fugitive, hardly believing their eyes. 
Bunter was in desporato flight. Evi- 
dently he had not tho faintest suspicion 
that it was the Cleopatra and the Grey- 

rs party from which het had 
ped. 








escay 
‘Tae Maaxer Lonanr—! 
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“Ain't he the jolly old limit 





gasped 


Bob, 
“Ha, ha, he!” : 
“Small ‘fat Jord enormously, fright. 

ened, ears,” grinned Hassan. “He 

the cold foot, as you say in English.” 
“Get after him," said Harry 


Wharton, “We're going on to Assuan, 
anyhow, go we may us well get under 
way. ‘Tell the reis to get going for 
Assan, Hassan.” 





hoisted. 
‘The huge boat rolled into motion and 
glided on the track of the felucca. 

‘The juniors saw Bunter turn his head 
again and give a jump at the sight of 
the dahabiyeh under sail 

"Bho fat owl kuew that 
now. 

‘At the distance, no doubt, he did not 
make out the white faces on the daha- 
biyeh, or perhaps his terrors transformed 
them’ into fierco Arab faces. 
juniors saw, that ho was waving and 
shouting to his boatmen, though he was 
too far away for his voice to be bear 

‘they're hoisting the sail!” yelled 





10 was pursued 

















aoing t0,bo a jolly old race” 
ha, hal” 


boatmen pulled in, their oars 
‘and hoisted tho Inteen sail of | the 








felucca. As the wind caught it the little 
craft danced away much more swiftl; 
on tho ‘Nile, Bunter blinked 


anxiously. ‘Tine had been lost in hoist 
ing tho sail and tho dahabiyeh had 
gaincd. Bunter yelled to tho boatmen, 
and now tho juniors could hear him, 











“Buck up, you beasts! Row, you 
rotters! Ol crikey! — Quick—quick— 
quick!” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 


‘Tho boutmen put out tho oars again, 
and, with sail and oats going strong, the 
folucca gained on the heavy dahabiyeh, 
Bunter Mereased his distance again, and 
hho gasped with reliof as he blinked back 
neo mor 


AMAZING ADVENTURES 
IN SOUTH AMERICA 


THE LITTLE MEN WHO 
RIDE THE CONDORS 


A series of amazing adventures have 
befalien Mr. Claude Galloway, the well- 
known traveller, and his young alr-pilot, 
Mr, Lindy Ransome. 

"ney recently flew to the Cordilleras, 
in a wild and quite unexplored part of 
South America, ‘with the avowed iaten- 
tion lot, nding "the, fabulous treasure 
‘of the Incas. But they soon came up 
Against an uaserupulous individual known 
as, Bullman, 

“they report the existence, inthis 
hitherto unknown terzitory, off dwacflike 
mon whe Ay on the backs of condos, 
whicl ave succeeded in harnessing 
Jost as" the South. Afticans have 
“broken-in the ostrich. From latest 
messages received, it appears that these 
Birdmen ‘have supplied Mr. Galloway 
with'a clue to the treasure. s+ + 
You can read tho whole enthralling tory of 
tho amaaing adventures of these two intrepid 
explorers in “* VOLCANO GOLD,” which is 
No. 5 of tho BOYS" WONDER LIBRARY 

‘and Is now on sale, priee. twopence. 
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“Banter, will best us to Asuan at 
this rate!” chuskled Bob Cherry. 
a, ba, hal” 
“Row, 
Nugent’ 
In the felucce Billy Bunte 

ho felucen mop 
si seco tine wal Poet tee 
was geining ‘ground slowly’ but surely. 
Batring scsidents the felucca ‘would 
beat tie dahabiyeh in the raco to the 
landingeplace et. Assuan, Littlo dream- 
ing thet it wes the Greyfriars party ia 

















pursuit, Bunter urged on his rowers to 


Greater offorts. “Even Bunter realised 
that it was rather: extraordinary for a 
Of kidnappers to venture to pursue 
im on the Nilo in this way, in fi t 
of the city of Assuan and of « hundred 
Blessure-bouts and trading  feluccas. 
till, they were doing it; there was no 
doubt that they were doing it, for there 
was the dahabiyeh from which he had 
escaped rolling on his track, its huge 
lateen sail bellying in the wind from 
the north, 








“Quick, quick, quick!" gas 
Bunter. ‘Ho held up ‘a er ful 
of Lord Mauleverer's piastres to 
encourage his boatmen. “Quicker, 


quicker, quicker!” 

‘The felucca surged on. 

At Assuan—if he reached it—Bunter 
oud he ould be. safe, Even a 
desperate gang of kidnappers wou 
hardly'daro te pursup itn to 
tho landing-place. Yet, a itew 
nearer to Assuan, and’ people on the 
bank and in other boats stared at him 
and his felucca, the dahabiyeh was, still 
rolling on behind. "Close to the landing. 
place tho boatimen took in the. big sail 
and tooled tho felucca in with their 
oat Bunter had won the race; the 
enenry were beaten. Yet, as he blinked 
back, he saw the big dehabiyeh still 
Felling en, coming right. into” Assuan 
thes himt 
“ Quick !” 6 
And the felucea 



































‘on to the landing- 
rs fellows, in tho 
shrieking — with 


Jaugbtor as they watched. 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Not Dangerous ! 

IR REGINALD BROOKE removed 
Ss his eyeglass from his oye, rubbed 
4 anja it bake ito bie 

eye again and stared. The 
baronet could hardly believe his eyo or 
his eyeglass. Mr. Hiilmi Maroudiy th 














Egyptian, who | was walking ‘with 
Mauly’s ‘uncle down tho Shari-el- 
Manshiya at Assuan, stared also, it 





startled for onco out of his impassive, 





Oriental calm. Tho lean, tall Rnglich 
baronet, and the plimp Bgyptian gentle. 
man were equally astonished at what 
hoy saw on tho Nile. 

“Good gad!” said Sir Reginald 
blankly What docs mesa, I 
wonder?” 

Te is perl 





aps some schoolboy jest,” 
suggested Mr. Maroudi. 

Walking down tho Shari-cl-Manshiya 
towards tho river, the two gentlemen 
had sighted the, in the distance 
‘on tho Nic. They came down to the 
Tanding-place to mect the Greyfriars 
fellows when they arrived. Then they 
spotted tho ficcing felucca. 

., Plenty of other people had spotted 
it and were staring at it. Billy Bunter's 
frantic gesticulations to his boatmen 
were rather calculated to draw atten: 
tion. With his terrified eyes almost 
Popping through his Jes, his fat 











hands waving, Buntor was urging on his 
boatinen to unheard-of efforts. Why ho 
was in such a fearful hurry, the Nilo 
boatmen did not know, but ‘they wero 
Going their best at the urgent behests 
of tho fat Faringhee. 

“It is the boy Bunter!” said Sir 






Aa Foolish boy But 
“Hea to be frightened 't 
jena ae Meccan” CORNET 
“But why? 






Mr. Maroudi shook his 

Why Bunter should be ficeing in terror 
ou tho sunlit Nile, with the houseboat 
following him, the other fellows laugh- 
ing on deck, was a mystery which tho 
agpeien gentleman could not solve. 

‘hey walked down to the landing- 

place to meet the felucca as it came in. 
twas well ahead of the slower 
duped 
iio boat bumped, and Bunter made 
a jump” ashore.” Ho. slipped "and 
stumbled and sprawled: fairly at the foet 
of Mauly’s uncle. 

Sir Reginald stooped, grasped him b 
a fat shoulder, and tilted. him, ‘There 
was a howl of terror from Bunter. 

“Ow! Leggo! Help! Police! Fire” 
‘You absurd boy, cease these antics’ 
thundered Sir Reginald," What do you 
‘mean by this, Bunter!” 

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. He realised 
that this, at least, was not a ferooious 
Arab. He blinked at Mauly's uncle and 
Recognised him. “Ob, it’s you! Save 
ine 
“What?” 

“Keep thom off!” panted Bunter, 
“Koop who, and what of aim 
ihvicked Sir Reginald. Ho was besi 
eh to wonder whether this was sun- 
F 
































‘Those beasts—those Arab villains 
gurgled Bunter, blinking round in 
terror at tho Nile, ““‘Thoy're aftor mo! 
‘That, dahabi 3 
“That dahabiyeh!” articulated Sir 
Reginald. 

* Yes; they'ro the kidnappers—” 














‘The—tho—tho kidnappers?” 
“Ow! Yes! ‘Thoy got me! I 
escaped—” 





iyo 
exclaimed Mr. Maroudi, quite forget 
Ais Oriental coim in his auazemens 

“Oh dear! Yeu! ‘They puta sack 
over my head and Kidnapped mo, und 
ook mo on that dahabiych” groaned 
Bunter, “I got out, of @ window into 
that felucea and—and escaped" 

“Goodness. gracious tno, ojaculated 
Sic Mogineld, staring “blankly at. tho 
Fatuous Om 

Nr. Maroudi smiled, 

Ie is.a schoolboy jest," ho remarked. 
‘ho high spirits of exuberant. youth, 
my food frignd.” 

*-fsin't soared Bunter indignantly. 
“L tell vou T was kidnapped, and they'y9 
still after me! ‘Theyre coming. here! 
Ears get oul of this 

‘Another moment and Billy Bunter 
would have Been tearing up the Shariah 
Manshiva at top speed. Fortunately Siz 
Reginald grasped him again in time, 

“Stop gasped the olf baronet 

“Loguo! Pn, aot going to bo kids 

again!” ahtieked’” Bunton 
“ee, you ld donkey —" 
AVhae? What 

“Beast! Leggo! They're after mo’? 
reared Dinter Help 

"Sie dear bey, you ave in no danger,” 
said Alt. Maroudi gently. 

“east! Theyre after mo! Leggo!” 

Sir Reginald ‘compressed his gap on 
tho scared Owls collar. Billy ‘Bunter 
had “dram. enough Dublio. attention 

‘Contiaued*on ‘page 8) 

















OUR GREAT PICTURE STAMP 
COLLECTING SCHEME 


nba Next 


6 COLOURED 
PICTURE STAMPS 


FREE 


each week in The MAGNET 


‘The most fascinating collecting schemo ever devised is 
about to commence. You will get your first six picture 
stamps in the MAGNET next Saturday. In the complete 
collection there will be 144 DIFFERENT PICTURE 
STAMPS, each measuring 2} x 1} inches, showing EVERY 
BOY'S WORLD IN PICTURES. They are divided into six 
‘ets ilustrating ouch thrilling subjects ag ROUGH RIDERS, 
AEROPLANES, SHIPS, RAILWAY ENGINES, DOGS, and 
the art of SELF-DEFENCE. Think of tho fun you'll get 
swapping with your pals—two boys working together will 
cach be able to get a complete collection, More details will 
bo given next week when you get your first six stampa. 












































We are being joined in 
this great scheme by our 
two companion papers— 


MODERN BOY 


and 


The RANGER 


Both those papers will give 
picture stainps every week, 
and by taking them a8 well 
as The MAGNET you will 
make sure of the complete 
collcetion, and havo somo 
extra stamps for swapping. 


How to Get the 
ALBUM FREE 


Of course you will want an Album to stick your 
stamps in, and so we have designed the very thing. It’s a 
real topping album worth 6d. anywhere. But a means 
has been devised by which you will be able to get this 
Album FREE as well os tho stamps. This Album will 
be given away with every copy of our companion paper 
MODERN BOY next week. Remember, next week you 
will get six stamps in The MAGNET, and in MODERN 
BOY you will get the Album (valued at 6d.) and another 
six stamps. 
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THE EYE OF OSIRIS! 


(Continued from page 6.) 


already. Sir Reginald did not intend to 
Jet him go charging up tho Shari-el- 
Mrnshiya to the astonishment of all 
‘Assuan. 

“You utterly absurd boy!” snorted 
the old basonet. “Calm yourseli—” 

“Leggo!” 3 

“You are m no danger—” 

Help a 

“That dahabiyoh is the Cleopatra. 

« Police!” . é » 

“It is, Mr, Maroudi’s dahabiyeh— 

cate 

“My nephew and his friends are on 
board— 

“Whe-a-at?” 

“Tt is some absurd pi 
snorted Sir Reginald. 
senso enough to see that you are in no 
danger, you stupid. boy?” 

Billy Bunter blinked round at the 
siahablgeh,° Tha Nubian silos had 
lower 











es bulged through his spectacles. 
hallo, hallo!” roared Bob 
Cherry. "You've ‘Bunter! 
Some race, old fat bean ! 

“Ha, he, ha!” 
The — racefulnoss 
chortled Hurreo J 








us, 











was a Pr, of Arabs. Oh 
B-b-but fi 
was shoved inva sack. Oh, the r0 
gasped the fat Owl as he realised, at 
Inst, how his podgy leg had been 


pullod. 
1d Sir Regiuald. 


“Absurd!” snapy 
‘Mauly’s, unclo had reached a sedato 





and sorious age, and had no use for 
practical jokes. 

‘A littio jest?” smilod Mr. Maroudi 
“Boys will ‘be boys, my dear. friend. 








‘The dahabiyeh ranged up to the land: 
ing-placo, and the gangyay was run out. 
Lord Maulevorer and his friends came 
ashoro, and grooted the baronet and U 
Egyptian, gentleman, 

illy Bunter looked on, his fat face 
crimson with wrath, 

‘Ho had been made a fool of. TI 
yas, no doubt, about that.” Those 
rasoally, desperate kidnappers who 
shoved ‘the sack over hin and. talked 















it failed him now, and 
hho looked, and felt, a completo ass—ss 
indeed he was! 








“Only 's joke ‘on tho jolly old Ow. 





nunky,"” seid Lord Maulovorer. “My 
iden entirely. Bunter bein’ my guest, 
J couldn't very well kick him.” I’m 


jure you would not approve of my 
kickin? a guest, uncle——” 
‘Upon 
Reginald. 
"80, wo pulled his jolly old leg 
instoad,” said, Maulevorer. “But we 
ever guessed he would escape from the 
Gshabigeh. Ha, ho, hal 

“Ha, ha, hal? 

‘Tho "juniors roared. ‘They could not 
holp it. Bunter’s dramatic escape from 
the dahabiych and his wild rac for 

‘Tue Macsar Liseany.—No, 1,284. 








my’ word!” gasped Sir 





As geaticulated oxcitedly. 








freedom were really too ich. Mr. 
Hilmi Maroudi was grinning, and even 
Sir Reginald’s severe old face broke 
fell wel, it was only ia 

“Well, weil, it was only a jest,” sni 
Sie ld: “The foolish boy has 
attracted a great deal of attention. 
Bunter, you should be more sensible, 
and you should not be so easily fright- 
ened. Now, my boys, we will go for 
8 walk round Assuan,’ and then to tea 
at the Ghezireh Palace Hotel, with our 
good friend, Mr. Maroudi.”” 

“Come on, Bunter!” chuckled Bob. 
“That is, if Fou fool sure that we're not 
jolly old kidnappers, after 

“Ha, ha, ba 

“Yahi” sorted Bunter, “Go and eat 
coke! Yah!” 

‘And the fat Owl rolled down. the 
ggengway to go on board the dahabiyeh. 
‘Apparently, “he was fed-up, for the 
Present, with the Groyfrists fellows, 
though he was no longer in a state of 
terror. As ho rolled across the gang- 
way his two bostmen yelled and 

Bunter had for- 

Gotton them; but they had not for- 

tion Bunter. With a grunt tho fat 

wl handed over the promised piastres 

‘and rolled on board. “For once the fat 

und, fatuous Owl of Groyfriars was 
‘anxious to get out of sight, 

Harry Wharton & Co, enjoyed a walk 
round the interesting oity'of Assuan and 
tes at the Ghezirch Palace Hotel with 
Mr. Maroudi, minus the company of 
Wi George Bunter. Bunter was 

















it sulking on the dahabiyeb, like Actzlles 


in his tent, But the loes of his fascinat- 
ing society did not seem to have any 
depressing effect on the merry, juniors. 
Indood, they seemed to enjoy it. 


‘THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Hits Back ! 
B“ BUNTER, was wrathy, 









‘Ho was indignant. 
Ho was vengeful. 
bunsts wh had piled bis pony leg to 
sasts who had pulled his podgy leg to 
such an absurd extent sit up! 

From the dahabiyeh he watched them 
strolling away in a cheery crowd, with 
he tall Sir. Reginald ‘end the plunp 

a 





Mr. Maroudi, and Hassan, rago- 
‘man, fluttering round them like = 
gorgeous tropical butterfly. 
‘Thoy disappeared from 


along the busy She 
Buntor morted it 


the shore, 


people 
dahabiyehs and foluccas, were still 


flapoing ot Bunter: His wild, flight 
iad attracted a lot of attention, and 
ple naturally wondered what was up. 





any sta followed him to th 
dahsbiyeh. "On board that craft the 
Nubian sailors were grinning; and 


Bunter did not need to ask what they 
were grinning at. He did not need to 
inquire what caused tho smile on the 
grave bronze countenance of Moussa the 
Feis. 

‘He rolled below, red and wrathful. 
He was ready for lunch now—more than 
ready. In fact, much more than ready. 
Ho Tunched amply, but he detected lurk: 
ing grins on tho ‘faces of the Nubian 
sorvants. Ho was really glad to get 
out of tho sight of derisive eyes and 
roll into bis cabin for a nap. “Ho 

ypped. and rose again for an early 
tea and sat on the boat’s esta 
Tarkish Delight until he could dispose 
of no more and Turkish Delight ceased 
to be delightful. 








THE MAGNET 


Sticky and sulky, Bunter brooded 
over bis wrongs. Bunter, as a rule, was 
not a fellow to bear malice. Seldom 
did the sun go down on his wrath 
Now ho was deeply incensed, and yearn- 
ing to make those beasts sit up. “They 
had shoved a sack over him, makin 
him think ho was kidnapped; talke 
8 lot of rot which he had fancied was 
Arabio, uttered by forocious Arabs; 
and, worst of all, ho had sot tho daha- 
biyeh chortling from end to end by 


Gramatic escape and his frantic 
—and he did not realise that he seldom 








Bunter realised that ho looked a 


looked anything elso, So his wrath 
was deep! 
And Mauly was at the bottom of it! 


Mauly, whose devoted pal Bunter had 
been, ‘had actually propounded that 
igere! Tho ingratitude of it stung 
Bunter—after all he had done. for 


Mauly! 
In” Shakespeare, that rather un- 
reasonable ol recur King Lear, 
frper thane seepent's 
2 thankless clnld 
and vith really moro 
Soni ard Praga oad Rae if 
was to liave «thankless pal! 
done a lot for Mauly—accompanied him 
gh is holiday to Beypt, borrowed his 
Panama hat, worn his clothes, spent 
Ws plasros—in fat he had bon a 
jevoted pal, st 
devoted” pa, “sucking, “lowe than 8 




















Mauly folly wol right 
uly folly well right 
to chusk him, and turn down the whol 
party. Bunt ‘was tempted to do 
‘rushing the ungrateful Mauly with 
te the dust ot 
nn a dt 
the dahabiyeh from his feet! Leavin, 
the party gat ou the best they’ could 
ut him, Bunter would depart, on 
dignified own! The difficulty ‘was 
that he would have to borrow the fare 
home from Mat borrowing the 
fare feo him, hing him with 
scorn, might spoil the effect, 
‘On 'roficotion, Bunter decided on lose 
drastic measures. Mauly deserved 
unishment, but not, after all, such 
ook-out blow us the loss of Bunter’s 






























An idea was working in his fat 
ii Mauly's eabin was the Golden 





‘Tho anciont scarabous of A-Menah, 
ence worn as an amulet by that old 
warrior of Ramosos tho Second, had 
bboen tho causo of many adventures since 
tho Greyfriars follows had land 











Egypt. Kalizelos, the Grook, was 
dppporate quost of it, and, according to 
tho 


his own statement, hia knew 
mysterious secret of the scarab, and 
his hands it would have guided him to 
the troasure of Osiris, From 0 prospor- 
ous merchant in Cairo the Greok had 
become a hunted futigivo, through his 
fierce and lavloss 














ont Egyptian rel 

clue to treasure, though 
they could not imagine. 

Often and often thoy examined. it, 
wondering what could bo tho secret that 
the Greek ad read in an old papyrus, 
weitten by scribe three thousand years 
ago at the order of A-Menah. ‘They 
even hed a lingering idea that they 
might guess the seorct and lift the 
treasure during their holiday on the 
Nile. And, if tho talo was true, the 
treasuro was worth lifting, for it was 
the famous diamond called the Eye of 
Osiris, which had never been seen 











EVERY SATURDAY 


Little dreaming that it was the Greyfriars party in pursult, Bunter urged on the rowers to greater efforts.“ Galo quick 


quick 1 





veign of Rameses the Second. 
Doseribed in ancient papyri as worth 
many a king's ransom, it was supposed 
to be worth a quartor of million 
Pounds in modern monoy. 

Billy Bunter shut tho cabin door and 
blinked round the room, with « fat grin 
on his face, 





safo 
Bunter was not supposed to know any- 
thing about. th jut Billy Bunter 

often knew things’ that h 
oted fo now. "he Peeping ‘Tom of 
royfriars had a way of Gnding things 
‘out, and he was, as a matter of fact, 
effects well nivare of the scarab’'s 
liding-place. Tt was from sheer inquisi- 
‘tiveness that Bunter had pried into that 
matter, for he was not in tho least in- 
torostod in tho scarab, and did not 
droam of believing for s moment that 
it was a clue to.a treasure. But ho was 
‘0 put his knowledge to account 














make Mauly sit up ! 
Bunter rolled across to Lord Maule- 
verer’s dressing-tablo. Qn that table 
stood an ivory box. containing an oint- 
ment that was used for sunburn. 
‘Billy Bunter poked his fat fingers into 





‘he gasped, holding up handfuls of 


was not sup. i 


tres to encoura; 





the ointment and scooped up the Golden 
Beetle, which was hidden under it, 
wrapped in paper, 

He gave a fat chucklo, 3 

fe unwrapped the greasy paper from 

the scarab, and tossed it out of the 
window into the Nile. 

‘Phe Golden Scarab lay in his fat palm. 

Bunter blinked at 
nothing but a beotle, made of 
gold, with the name and’ title of 
‘A-Menah insetibed on it in the picturo- 
writing of ancicnt Egypt. = 

Ut looked as if it was made of solid 
gold, and, if that was so, it was worth 
Perhaps tiventy or thirty pounds for the 
met 

















eAgprding, fo. ancl! tradition, it 
fo itz possessor to tho “Eso 
of Osiris," a tradition founded, no doubt, 
pon some inaccurate. knowledge. of 
what, wes written in tho old papsras 
that had fallen into the Greek’s hand 
Unless it had some magical properties 
of ois ort the thing woomsd, Unpoe. 
ible, And it was scarcely possible to 
beliove in magic. 











rs in possession of Lord Maul 
Yerer’s father, and of Mauloverer him: 
self, and certainly it had guided neithor 
ot them to the Bye of Osis. 

Bunter’s opinion was that it was all 
“rot,” an opinion that Harry Wharton 
& Co, would have shared, but for the 





hhis boatmen, 





“ Quloker, quicker, quicker 


desperate attempts of Kalizslos to lay 
hands on tho scarab, 

Anyhow, whother it was valuablo or 

lueless, 'Buntor had it now! Ho 
‘pped it into his pocket and rolled out 
of Mauly’s cabin and went to his own, 

His next, progeeding “was ‘to find 
another “hiding-place for ‘the scarab, 
where the boasts would nover find it, 
Later on, Bunter would lot Mauly have 















it, back—after duly punishing him for 
his ingratitude to a faithful and devoted 
pal! ‘tho present. it was going to 
remain safely hidden, in Billy Buntor's 
keoping. 


Billy Bunter considered that matter 
deeply. He was still considering it 
dooply, when thoro was a tramp of foot 
on, the gangway and a sound of cheery 
yoices on the dock. Harry Wharton & 
Co, were roturning to tho dahabiyeh, 

“Oh Jor!” ejaculated Bunter. 

Swiftly ho stuffed the Golden Scarab 
into 4 matchbox, and slipped the match- 
bor into his trousers pocket. It was 
out of sight thoro, and lator he could 
find a safer hiding-placo for it, He rolled 
‘gut of his cabin with a fat grin on his 
face. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob 





Cherry. "Here wo are again! Look 
out for kidnapping, Bunter !” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

Billy Bunter snorted. 

“Perhaps you fellows had better look 


out!" he said, with a fat sneer 
“Mind your eye, you men!” gi 
Bob. “Bunter’s going to whop us 
et apee Md fat man! d 
“Spare us, old fat man!” yawnor 
Lord Mauleverer. 
‘Macuer Lieany.—No. 1,204. 
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“You've treated me rottenly ” said 
Buntor, with @ disdainfal Dink t tho 
cheery’ juniors through his big spec 
tacles. “After all I'v done for you, 
you're treated mo rottenly! Perhoy 
you'll be sorry for it! Perhaps you'll 
bo sorry you left me on my own this 
afternoon! Wait and sce !” 

“My esteemed, idiotic Bunter—” 
said Murreo Jamset Ram Singh. 











THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY 


_By the Navigation Canal on the west 
side of the mighty dam, through a series 
of locks, the dahabiyeh floated slowly 


‘onyard, to the upper waters of tho Nile. 

“ome jobI” said Bob Cherry, as 
he gazed at the great dam. “Beats tho 
jolly old Pyramids hollow, jwhat? If 
you ask me, old Cheops would have 


shown a lot more sense if he had built 
instead of 


this dam the Great 


“Y'm not going to tell you anything” Pyr: 


said Buntor mysteriously. “I may. or 
may not have paid you out for playing 
rotten tricks ‘on a fellow! ‘That's 
telling 1” 

“What have you been up to, you fat 
frog?” asked Harry Wharton, 

“Find out!” 

“{ know what he's done 

Bunter, jumped. 

“You beast, what—" 

“He's scoffed all the grub on the boat 
and left nothing for supper!” said Bol 
“Is that it, Bunter?” 

Ha, hay hat” 

‘You silly ass!” roared Bunter. 
Well, ‘what have you 
vo, been up to anything?” asked 
gent. 

Thai's tolling!” 

“Fathead !" said tho juniors togeth 
Bunter intonded to keep it a dead 
secrot that he had played tricks with 
Goldon Scarab. But Bunter had 
own inimitable way of keeping a seer 

rious hints might 





” said Bob. 
























Bark and mysterious hints. from Billy 
Bunter did 

curiosity. They only concluded that 
Bunter was talking rot, a2 usual, and 
Tot it go at that. 








‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

‘A Ducking for Bunter ! 

© YEN NORMOUS dam, triumphant 

E exhibition of wonderful skal 
of 


British engineers, at 
h it is proper to gaze 
With considerablo wondar— 7 
in, tho dragoman, it 
‘biyeh rolled up the Nilo above 
Assuan. But tho Groy! il 

Not nocd tho dragoman’s descriptions to 
interest. them ‘the mighty Assuan 
Dam. 

Tt was one of the wonders 
as wonderful as the Pyrami 
great deal more useful. ss 

‘The juniors, as they looked at it, 
‘could not help fecling proud of the work 
of British ongi 

Above Asst 
the Nile, and ther¢ 
designed ‘by Sir William Willeocks, w 
built by the British firm of Aird. 

Moro than 500,000 million gallons of 
water are stored in the, vast. rescrvoir 
































barred by tho dam, which turns the 
Nilo above tho Cataract into an immense 
lake, storing the water that comes down 


from Centrai Africa, 

Water is precious in Egypt, which has 
scarcely any rain. But for the Nile, the 
country could novor havo existed. 

In tho hugo dam aro no fewer than 
180 sluico-gates for regulating the flow 
‘of the precious water, whieh, when the 
Nilo is low, is let out with ‘great caro 
to fil tho irrigation canals of Lower 


Baek 
filions and millions of gallons of 
precious water, which once ran to seasto 
{ito the Mediterranean, are stored up 
til needed, Indeed, when the engineers 
have finished their’ work on the Nile, 
probably not a drop of water from that 
Groat rivor will reach tho soa. at all 
tory drop being needed by the industri 
ous fellahin for their crops. 
‘Tus Maoser Liszusy=No, 1.254, 








beon up to, if 





Pa ‘Hurreo 
Jamset Ram Singh. “But tho ancient 
Egyptians had not tho wonderful 


common senso of the esteemed and 
Fidiculous English.” 

Even Billy Bunter condescended to 
bestow a blink or two on the Assuan 
Dam. In that triumph of British 
enginceri 
‘of the wonderful fertility the juniors had 
seen in Lower Egypt. 

“This great work sliall go to com- 
monco in, the year 1868!” chanted 
‘Hassan. “Historic foundationstono is, 
noble “highness, Duko of 
- Enormous and gigantic 
triumph of estimable British engineering 

sland of Phi 








Porons "Yee! Ts Once 
fol spot, now generally 
jul in waters of dam, to 








tation, also great damage to won. 
dorful temples which aro usually washed 
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beauty, spot, but which has been sadly 
marred by tho building of tho dam, 
‘When tho reservoir is full the island 





feopples of 
“Think you'd better come, Bunter” 


asked Bob Cherry doubtful” 
AT Whe oot? asked Bunter, 
“You'yo taking © hunch-basket, 1 sup: 


"Ha, ha! Yes. But—” 
“But what?” gronted Bunter. _ 
“That of kidnappers will be 
Ee Bit 
at got you now. 
a ot, Jo ia 
It was only 2 little joke of Bobs; but 
Billy Bunter drew from it tho inference 
that his company wes not wanted. For 
which reason, Billy Bunter determined 


skill lay, the cause of much Pol 


to go; though, as a matter of fact, 
he ‘Would rather havo loafed “on the 

dahabiyeh, 
{Hero wo seo. great Templo of Isis!" 
Hassan was full of information, as 
<This temple built by Ptolemy 
Philedephus, lordly gentlemen! Cont. 
etion of great work by Enorgetes th 
chuck that!” 





said Bunter 


y. 
“My noble sar” ejaculated Hassan. 


“Dey up!” said Bunter, “You talk 
too much 
Billy Bunter was poevish! It was, 


as usual, a hot day; and, also as usual, 
the innumerable flies ‘of the Nile 
haunted Bunter.” ‘Tho traces of his last 
meal on his fat foco attracted them, 
When Bunter was pooved ho was not 
As a mattor of fact, the other fellows 
would have enjoyed the wonderful 
sights of Egypt moro, if the dragoman 
had not, talked so much. But Hassan 
felt it his duty to impart information— 
and he did his duty manfully. 
pigiut op, Bunter” ‘growled Johnny 


Yah!” replied Bunter elegantly. 
“My esteemed and idiotic Bunter 
“Yah! Tsay, you, follows, lot's 
this and have Tunch,” said Buntor. 
fed-up with temples and tom! 
Hossan jawing.”” 

As it Was only_an hour since, break. 
fast, the suggestion of Tunch did not 
catch on, Really, tho party had not 
Janded on Philao’ to sit under a treo 
and watch Bunter et, 

They rambled on; listening moro or 
Jess to Hassan. Thoy had to listen also 
to a series of discontented grunts from 
Bunter. Bunter rolled after the. othor 
fellows, wishing he hadn’t como! In- 
stead ‘of tooting about mucky old 
temples and things, he might have been 
stretching his fat limbs in a dockchaic 
‘on tho Cleopatra, under a shady aw: 
snd eating! 86 might’ tho othor fel 
lows, if they had had as much sonso as 
Bunter! 































We take caro, lordly gontlo- 
‘said Hassan, as the party’ camo 
to a wide diteh that was full of water 
and mud, left from the last high wator of 
tho Nilo ‘and ‘which was crowed. by 6 
Plank. 

1 4 say, you fellows, what about 











Well, sit down and rest, and wo'll 
isk Zou up coming back,” said Harry 
Wharton. “We'll leave tho lunch-basket 
with you, if you'll agreo not. to scoff 
moro than nine-tenths of the grub,” 

“Just liko you, to want to leave @ 
fellow on his own’after bringing him all 
this way! sported Bunter,” "dust like 
you, 1 must say!” 

“Oh, kick him 1” said Johnny Bult. 

“Beast! Lot of rot, Teall i moosh- 
ing about » beastly isiand and listeni 
{> that silly nigger jabbering, 
Bunter. 

Hassan 1” 








sai 








id Lord Mauleverer. 





“Aro you coming, Bunter?” bawled 
Bob Chery, 

“That plank’s not safe” hooted 
Bunter. 


STOP! 


“We'vo crossed it, you fat duffer!” 
angwored Nugent. 

“T'm not going to be ducked in mud 
to please yor roared Bunter, “1 
know it’s exactly what you would like; 
but, Tim jolly’ well not ‘going: to do it, 
seo?” 





“Stay where you are, and be blowed !” 
snorted. Johnny Bull 

eeast |” You fellows hold the plank,” 
suid “Bunter. "You'll only “have ,to 
apa np to, gour ees to bold.” 
Hugh ertkey gasped Bob, Ts that 
al 

“That's all! Get to it,” said Bunter. 
“Don't stand around slacking?” 
Somehow, the prospect of standing. up 
to thei hess linn “aad, holding 
& muddy’ plank for. Bunter, to eross 
gielnot pean to appeal to the Faszous 
Fiver "Bunter blinked across: at them 
Ren te hoses 

Phin waiting !” be hoot 
“Phe, waittslnoss. wil 





hold ity 
the dragoman. he hero. for, 
‘except to make himsolf usaful? Are we 
going to pay him for dothing?” 
Hassan’s eyes gleamed for a moment. 
‘Bifusively’ polito. and amiable ag. tho 
aragoman was, his politeness sometimes 
wore a littlo thin Under tho stross of 
Billy Bunter. Perhaps. Buntor did not 
care, fe Wiis no doubt that when 
Bunter ‘was tired and. peovish his man- 
ners wore not thoso of the vory best 

















Ih gad!” said Lord Maiilevorer, 
“Can you help him across, Hassan? 
‘Tako hold of his onrs and lift him.” 

“On my head bo it, noble lordly sar!” 
angwered Hassan, 








askist, Bunter. 





in English 
‘"Hassay jour dragoman, sar—y 
trust Hassan! I tako ono hold on your 
noble arm, sar, and help your majestic 
feet on a plank. 

Well, tako care,” grunted Bunter. 
ANL,¥ou niggars’ ato such clamay 

Is 


‘Oh, sar!” murmured Hassan. “I 
tako an enormous caro of 60 noble o 
sar! On my head 


aid Bunter, 
19 & doar?” mutmured Bob 
“Doesn't he encourage a man 














fees him e beiping band? Mita tor 
to give him e helping hand? Asks for it, 
docant hee ne 


‘Tho juniors watched, Bunter’s progress 


geross the plank. Asa matter ‘of Jact, 
Ht ns quite safo without Hassan holding 
him. "As another mattor of fact, it, was 
auite jnsafe with Hassan holding him. 

In tho middlo of the plak, Hassan 
suddenly slipped. pot, 

“Look out!” gay 

Hotoan “did nde fal 






fe 
ithe. dich mbled, "and e- 
ninod his footing quite actively. But 
in doing s0, ho released Bumtor’s arm, 
and at tho same. time, jerked ‘hi 
Violently to one side. 

‘Bunter ‘staggered on tho plank. 

“Goooogh fhe gurgled. 

Splash j 

Bunter sat in tho ditch. 

Taickily, it was not deep. As he sat 
in ithe tof, guid mud eame up only 
to, hig chin, 

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. 

“Grooooooegh camo from Banter. 








¥Qo0000eh ! Wooocoo00h 1” 
“Oh, ear, what a terrible accident !” 
gasped Hassan. “‘This lordly gentle- 


man has fallen from a plank! Wahyat- 
en-nabi!” 





fe went back across the plank to Hi 
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“Grooogh! Woooh! Hi 
Bunter. “I'm sinking! Pi drownin, 





Ein “Just, going 10 bo. suffocated! 
rooah 1 
Pull him out, Hassen!” shouted 





‘Wharton. 

“Yes, sar! T pull out this noble lord 
ith °2 "Peart dospatch’* "answered 

eal. 

pH, elton the 

anter and grasped 
back ‘of ‘tho collar. 
sqvolching sound, tho fat junior was 
drawn up from the clinging mud. He 
flared {Urioualy at tho dragoman as bo 


ss 


‘He k lank, reached at 
Janke, reached a 
Ritn fiemly bythe 
With «squeezing, 








in, and Bunter sank into 

Reaching after him, 
Hassan somehow pushed the top of hi 
head, and Bunter’s fgco went under the 
mud this time, It cme up emothored, 
with the fat junior snorting like o 

pus. 
rooogh! You si 
4 nigger  gpluttered 

“Oh, sar!” gasped He 

Oh erikay’ Kyu snothoregt Pin sal 

crikey! I'm smn tm tuto. 
cated! I'm chook-chook-chook-choked | 
Urertgggh !” 

UTIs was one sad and lamentable 
accident, sar- P. 

STheast Gimme out" howled Bunter 
“You clumsy dummy, gimme out! Yc 
silly chump of — 

B ce pore amen. 72. clumsy, and 
sinter into mud again, Ho wos 
a hill of mud when he was pulled up. 

Perhaps it dawned upon Bunter that 
these lamentable accidents were likely 
to continue so long as he called Hassan 
fancy names, Or perhaps the mud made 
‘utterance difficult. Anyhow, this time 
Bunter held his peace till the dragoman 
had dragged him on the plank. 

‘Once there, Bunter scrambled kack to 
the side he had started from. | In his 

resent state Bunter was not. inclined 

for further exploration of the island of 





, clumsy fool of 
unter. 














Phila. Bunter was not a whale on 
pshing, but even ‘Bunter realised that 
2 AK 





'@ wash now, and needed 
badly. He squelehed ashore, gurgling. 





“Lordly gentleman, you desire that, 
help you across a plank’one moro timo” 
asked Hassan politely. 

“Beast” gasped Bunter, 
ar 


‘Hassan 





catirely accidental, Still, thero was no 
doubt that Bunter had asked for it, So 
they went cheerfully on their way, and 
explored “Philec—what timo ‘Billy 
Bunter, on the dahabiyeh, was cleaning 
off mud. 





THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Desert Shetkh ! 
‘AYRE real, gonuino, jolly old 
digseit | atid Bob’ Cherty. 
Ye was a few daye later, and 
night lay'on the Nile, 

High ver tho erent river of Tgypt 
soured tho: moon, ‘shedding silver. ght 
fn tho rolling siver, on tite high brown 
Bankes, and ‘on the’ desert. that lay on. 









iych was tiod up to the bank 
for tho night, many along mile. from 
‘Asouan, and ‘well on. tho ‘way to. the 
Sccond’ Cataract. Still a reat distanco 
ahead of them way Wady Balls, which 
marked the Limit ‘9 F Eavpt, 
Beyond which lay Nubia and the Sudan, 

‘The spot whero the houseboat was tied 
up wasa lonely one, 

‘ere tho belt of cultivation on either 
sido of the Nilo narrowed, and. Upper 
Heggpt was hardly © male in width, in 
lading the river. Beyond, east "and 
‘wort, lay the desert. 

Ti was to the west that Bob Chorry 
vas looking, over vast wastes, suarked 
iy lines of low, sandy, and rocky hills 
where the Libyan Desert stretched ayray 
to the great Sahara. 

“No glimmer of light was to be scen on 
cither* bane 

‘Tho chums of tho Remove scemed to 
have: Africa to themselves. 

‘Tas Muoner Laanines—No, 1,284, 














2 

After supper they had come up to the 
upper deck, to look at the deser? in the 
moonlight, ‘and chat before turning, 





Tho sileace and solitude of the desert 
imprensed the minds of the Greyiriars 

chairs 
‘Even 





juniors, as they sat in the deci 
and looked away to “he west, 
Billy Bunter fol litle of the 
of tho calm, still night and th 
able desert, ‘But Bunter did not give such 
trifling matters mush thought, Neither 
was he, for once, sloepy. 

‘Bunter had done uncommonly well at 
supper. Br. Maroudi’s Coptio cook had 
Produced a wonderful ragout, which all 
the Juniors had pronounced ripping and 
‘of which Billy Bunter had had so many 
helpings that he was fecling a. little 
uneasy. Billy Bunter's idea was that 
Tellow ‘could not have too much of & 

















‘good thing—but just now he was feoling 
as, if a-fellow, after all, could! | 

“Only a few days more!” said Frank 
Nagont. "Wo shall net look et Wady 
Halla, ‘and then we turn back. Any- 
body ‘willing to miss the new term at 
Greyfriars and goon to the Great 
Lakes?” 


‘Tho juniors chuckled. | ‘There were 
plenty 0f attractions at the old. school, 
especially with the football coming on 
but they would have been moro. than 
wyilling to give tho now term a miss and 
feop,on to.the very end of the river of 
wonders. 

But, that was not 
ing, Halfa, the d 
back for “Assuan, whe 
Brooke and Mr. Maroudi wero staying. 
Mr. Maroudi’s househoat was to be 
handed back to its owner, and the old 
baronet and h to take the 
train back to Cairo, for the return, to 
England. Only a few days, more—but 
the” checry chum of Greyfriars wero 

ing to mako tho most of thom—tittle 
dreaming, ut that moment, how those 
days wero destined to be spent. 

‘Well, wo'vo hada ripping timo,” 
said Bob Cherry, “That bounder 
zolos has mado’ it rather exciting at 
times—" 

“Wo seom to havo scen the last of that 
sportsman,” romarked Lord 
"He seoms to havo chucked up 
of gettin’ hold of my jolly old sea 

0p, 





























Still got it safe, Mauly?” grinned 


0), 
"On, yaaa” 
as was iden tp what wag supposed 
eetly ‘safe place, it had no 
Stoureed to Lord Maulevercr to look at 












it and 0, he had. not, ret missed it! 
Mauly fal 


and the other fellows. 

‘safo,in the ivor 
jauly’s cabin, Bunter 
could have told them differently, had ho 
liked. “But bo did not like! : 
were going to havo the shock of their 
lives when they missed it, 

“T suppose Kalizelos has chucked it?” 
remarked Harry Wharton thoughtfully. 
"He was wounded, you when 
those American johnnies hi 

hold 


‘supposed 












marked the Nebob of Bhanipur. 
2 terrific and propesterous mystery !” 

“Grooooeogh !” came from Bunter, 
he juniors looked found at hi 
again, ‘Bunter roso from his chair. Il 
Sd doubted whether he had overdone it 
at supper. "Now he no longer lind avy 
Goubee bo knew that he hed. 

““Feoling the strain, old fat bean? 
grinned Bob. “I told Sou to let that 
SSventeenth helping alone.” 

“"Te was only the eleventh, you beast,” 
answered Bunt jo twolfth, at th 
the most! A Thaven't ‘bad too ‘niuch 
Supper, and 1 don’t feol at all upset. 

‘mi not a fellow for stuffing, T hope 
Tike some fellows. I could naioe 
think a walk would do ‘me good 
“Roll round the 
You can't go ashore 
*T'ean jolly well do exactly as I like, 
1 supposo?® retorted Bunter. 

“Look here, you ass—" 

“You fellows afraid to. step off the 
boat ! sncored Bunter. Do. you think 
that Greek blightor is hiding behind one 
of'thore rocks It's «lovely night for a 

ll." 

That's 4,” agreed Bob, with a, glance 

Nilo ‘shore. "But" He 
janced at the captain of the Remove. 
Harry ‘Wharton abook hig head. 
“Nothing doing,” ho said. Mauls’s 
































7. uncle told us not to go ashore, except at 


the, 
an 


laces, whero there's crowds, 
nd, it’s safe. We're bound to play up.”” 
“ "Tho boundfulness is terrific 

“T ‘ay, you fellows, don't, bo such 


ow 











rotten funks.” said Bunter. “Bo men, 
you know. Like me.” 

“Cheese it, fathead !” 

“Yal ° 








d 


Weng itl action wit 


Tutor Brass Fretted Finger Be 


‘mellow tone ; solidly built ; 


‘Sd/- VALUE FO 
aon upon recelpt of. fout mame 
 taticfaction, you sind 1/6 on 
ett nc Hs is pd. ull caah ttn oder 


49), 94-104, Denmark 
3. 





‘We wilt send 

roat Ukulele 

and audoss, If entirely. to 

oF balance within 7 dys, 20/6 only. 
SUA. DAVIS & Co: (Dept. 
tint, tor 








Of Sent on Free Approval on receipt of poscard. 
| “THE BOUTHERN 15: 


UKULELE BANJO 


You can play this delightful instrament with 
7 ite petit wisn st of our Prec Light. 





Billy Bunter 
rolled down the 
stops to the lower 
deok. ‘Tho gang: 
plank was in post- 
Hon, from the lowor 
deck to the bank. 
‘There was nothing 
to prevent Bunter 
from walkin 
ashoro, if ho liked. 
Ho blinked very 
cautiously at tho 
bank. Bathed in 
bright moonlight, i 
was almost as light 
as by day. Bunter 
stepped on the 
OO ox. 
farry, Wharton 
called “down from 





"Board ; sweet 
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the upper deck. 
“Come back, you 
ass 


Who's going to 
tug hin back by his 


‘box fe 


the beasts bai 


THE MAGNET 


awned Bob Cherry. “Bunter, 
‘83, como back, you frabjous 





veh P 


Billy Bunter strolled along tho high 


ink, Ho was only a few yards from 
the juniors on tho dahabiyeh, with a 
strip of mud and water between, ‘They 
frowned at him, and Bunter grinned 
ack derisively. "Ho put a fat thumb to 
his fat little ‘nose ‘and extended his 
Singer 
“You silly onl!” roared Johny Bull. 
Bunter odded his other hand, with the 
fingers extended. ‘That disrespectful 
gesture was intended: to show his oon- 
Yempt for tho Greyfriars fellows. ‘Tho 
effect was rather spoiled, however, by an 
orange which Bob Cherry suddenly 
phizzed ashoro at the fat and dorisivo 














Bang? 

‘The orange landed on Bunter's fat 
chin. He sat down quite suddenly on 
tho bank of the Nile, 

Bump! 

* Good shot 1” 

“Ha, ha, hal” 

Beast!” roared Bunter, Ho 
scrambled up and, instead of putting 
his fat fingers to his podgy nose again, 
ho shook a plump fist at tho grinning 
Juniors on the house voat. 

‘Then he walked o1, and a fringo of 
famparisie bushes hid’ him from their 








Behind tho tamariske, Billy Bunter 
sat down on a rock and grinned. Hiv 

eo was to gio.the juniors the imnpros- 
sion that he had walked on, and. was, 
like Felix, still walking. From his cover, 
he” could hoar tho yoices ‘on the 

habiyeh in the still quiet of tho night, 
“Where has that fat idiot got to!” 
ho heard Bob, Chorey sal 

Bunter chuckled silently. 

“Ob, let him rip!” growled Johnny 
|“ TE he loses himself it won't bo 
much loss.” 

"Boast i” murmurod Bunter. 

“We shall have to go after tho fat 
‘chump if he doosn’t show wp soon,” said 
Harry Wharton. “We'll jolly well ick 
him “all the way back !” 

“Hear, hear!” 

‘Thud, thud, thud! Thoro was a sud- 




















don souind of ‘horse's hoofs on tho silent 
shore. From an opening in tho rocks 
at a distance from the bank, an Arab 


horseman appearod auddenly’ in ‘sight. 
In whito burnous and turban, with his 
dark aquiline faco and black eyes glint- 
ing in the moonlight, ho was a rather 
ftartling figure. ‘The juniors gazed at 


‘A jolly old Arab from tho dosert !” 
said Bob Cherry. “Nice of him to show 
up, end let us have a squint at him.” 

“<Bismillah!” breathed Hassan, the 
dragoman. 

‘The dragoman’s startled tone drow the 
glances of the juniors upon him, Hassan 
stood with his oyes fixed on the horse- 
man, who was riding down to tho Nile- 
bank, "and" there was something like 
fear in his brown face. 

“You've soon that Johnny before, 
Hassan?” asked Bob, x 

“Te is Abdurrahman, tho sheikh!” 
said Hassan, in a low’ voice, “How 
dares ho rido so noar tho Nilo. ‘Tho 
soldiers at, Wady Halfa would be seck- 
ing him if they know—yet ho dares to 
show himsolf | Toshallah !” 

‘The juniors oxchanged rather stariled 


glances. 
is he thon!” asked 


Who mhat 
“Ho is a robber of the dosort, sar,”” 

answered Hassan. “Ho is a slicikh of 

tho Baggara, and as a boy of fen ho 

fought in the Khalifa’s army at Omdur. 

man, against the great Lord Kitchener ! 
“Oh, my hat 
































EVERY SATURDAY 


Bunter firmly by the back of his collar. 










With dcoper interest, the ji rs 
Dank. Wild and fierce and savage he 
I d, was natural in one of the 
ficroe Dervishes who had fought under 


tho Khalife, and who, since the re- 
conquest of ‘tho Sudan, had preferred 
tho life of @ robber in tho desert to 
submission to tho Anglo-Egyptian rule. 
Tt was amazing to se0 such a man riding 
‘on the banks of tho Nilo. His life was 
forfeit a dozen, times over, and it was 
only in the trackless, sandy wastes of the 











desert that he could find liberty and 

ty. 

Wat on oarth is he doing here, 

then?” asked Nuy 
“That 


nt. 
cnown to Allsh t” 
tt his face was troubled 






e dragoman, 
‘and uneasy. 
‘Ihe horseman clattered down £0 the 
bank, Ho ‘odo, &, mugniigen’ black 
Barbary horeo, which he handled to per- 
fection. He camo down to the water's 
‘edge with such a rush that the jumors 
wondered whether he would pitch head- 
Jong into the Nilo, Within two ot three 
feot of tho shore gangway he pulled in 
his horse so suddonly that it reared and 
jawed tho air. There he halted and sat 
jis horso motionless as a statue, in 
startling contrast to his swift activity 
of 4 moment before, 

“What on earth does he want here?” 
muttered Wharton. 

‘Hassan breathed hard and deep. 
*Gentlemanly lords, I will draw in tho 
gangway,” he said. “It will be wise to 
[push off and cross to the castern bank of 


‘the Nile”. 
“Oh, my hat ” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
You don’t think _—’ 

Where the Sheikh Abdurrahman 
rides, his followore ride,” said the dra 
man, “It has nevor boon for 
‘the robbers of the desert to ride to the 











«Yes, sar 1” sald Hassan obediently. “1 






i 


ilo—but Abdurrahman is hero! What 
this may mean I do not know, my noble 


wi 


are, but I have great fear that wo aro 
in what you call, in English, a quect 
streot.”” 

“Phow 1” 


Tho juniors woro startled now. It 
incredible that wild Arabs, from 
‘Desert could have any design 
ttacking a holiday houseboat on 
. Yot what olso could the wild 
shoikh’s presence portend—for, unless 
for some vory special reason, the desort 
robber would nevor have ventured to 
ride within fifty miles of the Nile. Sir 
Roginald Brooke had impressed on, the 
juniors nover to leavo tho dahabiyeh 
except at well-known stopping places. 
But ho had never dreamed of danger 
to them on the houseboat itself—and 
such a thought had never crossed the 
iinds of tho juniors. But they had to 
think of it now—as they watched the 
dark-faced  ruffian from tho desort, 
sitting his horse on the bank. 
‘The sooner we get to the other bank 
the better, I think!” mattered Nugent 
“If that fellow’s got o gang with him 
like hitnself—" = 

“That fool Bunter” 
Wharton. “We can't 
oh, tho silly fathead 

“Look!” breathed Bob. 

Hassan had gono down to the lower 
deck. But as ho approsched the gang- 
Panis, fe, horseman drow, 2 “long 

arrelled, silvor-mounted pistol from his 
girdle, and lifted it, Over tho levelled 
Feapon. he shouted to the dragoman 
in Arabio. 


“Wahyat-en-nabi!” gasped Hassan, 
und his brown face was almost grey with 


‘He returned to the uppor deck without 

















broathed 
him behind 








ull out this noble lord with a prompt des} 
ha squeetng,squelehing sound, the fat junot was drawn up fom the elinging 
‘mu 


B 


“al 
uf 


m3 | 





teh 1"* He bent down, and grasped 


fouchiug the gangway and without call 
ing the crow ty pole off, The jusios 
looked at him. 

“What did the man say?” asked 
Hoey quictly, 

“Oh, my noble sar!” said Hassan, 
“ho say we stay hero, in this place, ot 
ho shoot!" No one caa dare to disobey 
the Sheikh Abdurrahman—ho has taken 
many lives! Alas, noblo sars, we arc in 
fone quoor streot 

Wharton set his lips. 

“That means that that scoundrel has 
ridden ahead to keer re while his 
‘men come up, you fellows!” he said. 
“Looks liko it! 

“We'd chance his pistol and sheer oft— 
only—that fool, Bunter—” 

‘The juniors stared along the bank for 








Bunter. ‘They had seen nothing of inn 
since he had disappeared behind the 
tamarisks. Whether ho was near at 


hand, or far away, they did not know 
‘And, they wero not likely to s60 ans 
thing of hima now. 

‘The tight of the wild Arab horseman 
had enined Billy Buntor’s eran alate 

‘Hrougis his spectacles, and his fat 
React to quake with terror, He could 
not get back to the dahabiyeh without 

ing tho sav who wae 
altod close to tho gang-plank, » Wild 
horses ‘would hardly have” dragged 
Bunter into view while the savage Aral: 
was there. 

He squatted in the thickness of the 
clump" of tamara palpating with 
terror, only anxious £0 Keep out of sight. 
And from the shadowy rocks fartlicr 
beck from the river there came a sound 
of many hoofs, » glancing of turbans 
tad futrnovses in" the Moonlight, a 
squealing of camels. A biinoh of dark 
faced ridors camo in sight on the bauk, 

Continued on page 16.) 6 
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‘Ze faco of Konstantinos Kali 





and among them was a man with an 
olive-skinned face—a face that the Grey- 
friars juniors knew only too well. 

Te was Konstantinos Kalizelos ! 












‘THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
In the Hands of the Enemy ! 
“ ALIZELOS 1" 
14 We 
tho name. 
“Tho juniors understood now. 
Tt was their “enemy, the relentless 
seeker of the Golden Scarab, who .was 
riding down to'thé Nile with’ the «desert 
robbers, 
“My hat!” murmured Bob Che 
‘Tho reis_and tho Nubian crew wero 
up now. They’ stood in a startled crow 
staring at the mien on. the bank. 
Motionloss as a statue the Sheikh 
Abdurrahman’ sat his black Barba 
horse, the lon istol_ in 
hand. But when Mousse made a move- 
rent towards tho gang plank tho, nistal 
was raised, and the rets stepped back 





twas long sinco they had seen any- 
thing of Kalizclos, and they had begun 
to think that the’ Greck had giyon up 
tho quest of the Goldon Scarab. ” But it 
was clear now that he had been only 
biding his time. 

Evidently tho dahabiych had been 
watched on its way up the river, and 
tho Greck had picked. time, and ‘place 
for an attack. Fugitive as he was, he 
had plenty of money, and “backsheesh ” 
had hired Abdurralinan and his gang of 
desert robbers. 

Even tho desperate dervish would 
hardly havo ventured ona raid on the 
Nilo shoro, s0 far from his den in the 
cette of tho desert, at the risk of 

‘cut off by tho Egyptian soldiers at 

‘dy Halfa, “Many “eyes. must have 
eon tho savage troop, and news of the 
coming would spread’swiftly. The 
of dorvish raids wore long over. In 
few hours at tho most the Camel Corps 
from Wady Halfa, mounted men from 
dozen posts on’ the Nile, would be 
riding to intercopt the desert troop. Tt 
was not a raid on Nile villages and 
Plantations. Tho savage troop had one 
Object, and one object only. The Grey- 
friars’ schoolboys understood that quite 
well, The Greck had planned a swift 
ride from the desort, the seizing of the 
dahabiyeh, and a swift ride back into 
the remot wilderness. 
could spoll, success, and even ininutes 
might make tho ‘difference between 
success and failure. 

Abdurrahinan had dashed ahead on 
his swift horso to make sure that the 
dahabiych did not push off from the 
bautk before tho tourists conld take the 
‘alarm at the sight of the desert troop. 
Sitting his bleck hors, pisto! in hand, 
ho kept guard whilo ‘tho rest of the 
gang camo up, 
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‘Only swiftness a1 


‘There was a seared murmur from the 
Nubian sailors on the lower deck. ‘They 
watched the Arabs with terrified cyes. 
Bared scimitars gleamed in the hands 
of the dusky rnffians riding down to join 
their chief. It was scarcely possible to 
think of resistance, and the crew of the 
Cleopatra were not thinking of it. With 
‘a clatter and a jingle and a squealing 
of camels he Arabs sue con i 
funiors om tho upper desk caught the 
{eiumphant grin on. the olive skinned 
los. The 








Grok had won at last ! 
Harry Wharton set his lips, 
“We've got to chance it,” hie suid in 
a low roies. “Wo can pick Bunter up 
later. He will have sense enough to 
Keep’ out of sight when he sees, that 
gang. We've got to get the dahabiyeh 
away before ‘that gang can get on 

board.” 
“And there's no time to lose,” said 
Roa, CI gentn 1 
“Oh, lord ner eped 
‘Whe sheikh will shoot with a pistol— 
“Tell the mon to push off, Hassan, at 
‘once !” 
“Ob, sar, under the eyes of Abdurrah- 
thoy will not dare——” 
“Come on!” snapped Whartou. 
Ho ran down to the lower deck, 
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followed by his comrades. He caught 
Moussa, tho reis, by the arm, 

“ Push off from the bank at once!” he 
exclaimed 


‘Moussa mado a gesture towards the 
ih. 






he suid. 
of the poles, you men," 





id Harry, 3 
He ran to the side, oue of the sailors’ 
poles in his hands. 

‘Phe ian on the black horse raised hi 
pistol, his eyes scintillating over it in 
the ‘moonlight. He aimed it at 
Wharton, 

“Unbelioving, Faringlice, 
@ deep voice. “Stand back 1” 

Unheeding the Arab, Wharton drove 
the pole at the steep bank. ‘Thore was 
a flash in the Arab’s cyes and he pulled 
tho trigger. jerry grasped. 
Wharton by tho shonldor and dragged 

im back. It was only in time; the 
hullot erashed in the dock a foot from 
the captain of the Greyfriars Romove, 
and the roport of the pistol roared and 
echoed along the Ni 

‘Chuck it, oldman!” muttered Bob. 

Nothing doing I” a 

‘Tho sheikh had drawn a sccond pistol 
from his girdle. He raised it, aiming at 
the group of Greyfriars juniur, 

haxton pole. 

faco was pale with anger, and his 

teeth set. But ho realised that, as Bob 
said, there was “nothing doing. Tho 
iniors were unarmed, and at the mercy 
of a ruthless ruffian with firearms in, his 
hands. Almost incrediblo as it, might 
have seemed, there was no doubt that 
the dervish would have shot them down 
Tike rabbite Wf they liad attempted to 


off. 
‘Lordly sars,” groaned Hassan, who 
had followed the juniors down, “‘do not 
ger that terriblo man—it is death !” 
Tf a fellow had a chanco—" mut- 
tered Johnny Bull, between his tecth. 
“The chancofulness is not great,” said 





” ho waid in 



































Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh, sheking his 
head. 


“Wo must begr it grinfally” 





has got us this time! 
eget would have thought itp" 
gang. reached ‘the’ bank. ‘There 
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more than a score of the desert riders, 
and some of them were leading spare 
camels. Kalizelos dropped from his 
camel ‘and came on tho gang-plank, 
Behind him followed Hamza and Yussoh 
‘Abdurrahman and his men remained on 
the bank. 

Kalizelos stepped on the deck of tho 
dahabiyeh. 

Ho gave the juniors a mocking: salute. 

“We meet again, ay lord!” he said. 

“Yaas,” assented Lord Mauileveror 
placidly.” *Yon'vo got a rotten way of 
turnin” up like a bad penny, Mr. 
Kaliztlos. Can't say I’m pleased to sce: 





“Do not think of resistance,” said the 
Greck quietly. “Ihave hired Abdurrah- 
man and his’ men at @ great price to 

ive their aid, and resistance is useless. 
hey will remain on tho bank unlese 
call them hero; but I warn you that if 
thos savage robbers aro once let loose 
on tho. dababiveh, and blood is shed, 
they are not likely to leave a man 
alive.” 

Looking at the dark, savage faces on 
the bank the juniors could quite believe 






continued 
Give mo what I sock, anc 
Twill ride away with my mon and you 
will sce us no mor: 







‘The Famous Five stood silent. 
‘Tt was useless to attempt a futilo 
resistance, which would only have becn 
the al for ® massacre. 
“You hear me, Lord Mauleverer {” 


“Give me tho scarab t” 


at 

“Is it on board the dahabiyoh?” 

“Find out!” 

‘The Greek’s black eyes glittered, 

Ho spoke in Arabic to Yussef and 
Hamza, and the two Arabs approached 
Lord Mauloverer., Swiftly thoy searched 
the schoolboy earl; Mauleyerer submit. 
ting to tho search with choorful 
cqwanimity, as there was no help for 








it. Then ‘cach of tho juniors was 
searched in his turn, 3 4 
‘Tho Grock stood biting his lips with 
impatience. With equal impatience, tho 





Arabs on tho bank waited and watched. 

Every man in the gang was anxious to 
got finished and ride; every moment on 
tho banks of tho Nilo was fraught with 
peril for them. Probably a hundred 
startled fellohin had seen tho wild 
riders as they came, and were already 
carrying the news of their coming to tho 
military posts along tho river, ‘The 

iders could not “get through too 
swiftly, 

(Tho Greyfriars fellows woro wall aware 
of that. there was 0 




















ng] 
in the box of ointment was a safe one, 
‘and the juniors belioved that it was stili 
there. If the Greek found it he was not 
likely to find it in a hurry. 

Kalizelos came back to the deck, 
leaving his confederates still searching 
in the cabin, His olive faco was palo 








with rage. : es 
“The scarab is hidden?” he said in a 
low, hissing voice. 
“Yass,” assontod Lord Mauleverer. 


“Will you tell me where it is hidden?” 
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“Now 

“You would like to delay. me till thi 
soldiers arrive from Wady Halt 
said tho Greek bitterly, “But you 
not succeed, my lord. I havo no time 
to scarch the dahebiyeh for s secret 
hiding-place. Neither would Abdurrah- 
man and his men consont to wait #0 
tong thoy, aro alrondy impatient to 
be gono, Wo shall ride—and you will 
ride with us! ‘The old man Brooke wil 
five the gearab for your lives and your 
iberty. Tet him refuse, and the crows 
‘of tho, Libyan Desert ‘will pick your 
bones.” 

‘He snarled out the words, 

“Here, at any moment, rescue may 
come,” he said. “But do you dream 
that ‘resco will follow when we have 
ridden st great speed into tho heart 
of, the desert? Do you fancy that the 
soldiers will track down Abdurrshmen, 
who has defied the Egyptian Govern: 
ment for thirty years? Do you think 
that tho sands of the desert will leave 
& track to be followed? Fool, while 
there is yet timo, give mo tho scarab!” 

‘Lord Manloverer yawned. 

“Answer me, fool ! 
Groel 























‘marled tho 


‘answered you, (old bean," 
drawlod Lord Mauleverot. “If you want 
that jolly’ old scarab, look for it “and 
in 

“Bind them” snarled the Greck, in 
Arabic. 

Hamza and Yussef proceeded to bind 
tho, hands. of tho Greyfriars, fellows 
bchind their backs. Hassan’s hands 
wer bound, also, 

‘Moussa, and the Nubian sailors looked 
‘on in silonce. ‘They could not help. 








with 
right 1” 


“On your toes, Sir; steady now... steady.” 
Coolness and confidence . . . two most important 
things to carry you through. And Wrigley’s helps. 
Put a pellet into your mouth—it is ideal to steady 


you and give you confidence, 


our 


Te needed only a call from the Greek 
to bring the wild crew of desert robbers 
on. the dshabiyeh, scimitar in hand. 
With their hands bound, tho six school. 
ys and tho dragoman wero hust 
to tho side, There was a thoughtful 
expression on Lord Mauleverer's face, 
but he uttered no word till the two 
Arabs began to drive the prisoners 
‘sctoss the gangway to the bank. ‘Then 
the sehoolboy earl broke his silenco at 

“Hold on a tick, Mr. Kalizclos!” ho 
drawled, 

‘The Greek signed to tho Arabs to 
stop and turned eager eyes on Maule- 
ve Bpeak” a 

“Speak! he snapped. 

Lord Mauleveror looked up and down 
the bank of the Nile in the bright, clear 
moonlight. But if help was coming it 
was not in sight, Harry Wharton & Co. 
understood whet was in Mauly’s mind. 
He had delayed matters as long as he 
gould in the hope of help coming. Ho 
had hoped that a long search on tho 
dahabiyeh would delay the enemy still 
more, and give time for rescue to 
arrive. But tho Greck was too cunning 
for that, and there was nothing moro 


to be dom 
Mr. _Kalizelos,” 
or quietly. 
between you and mo. Mi 
to leave my friends out of it 
Fool 


said 





“Shut up,, Mauly!” growled Johnny 
Bull, “You're, not going to let, thom 
have tho scarab, Wo can stand it if 
you can. 
“Not a word, Mauly!” said Harry. 
Lord Mauloveror shook his head. 


7 


“Tho game's up, old beans,” ho said 
quietly, “If thet brute had got us 
away that time near Luxor there was a 
chanco of resoue. But there’s no chance 
here! A day's rido from, here will 
take us into the Sahara! Pd stand it 

T can't seo you men 





not 
you kidnapped in the desert. 
Ratfoelod old thing. tell your thioves 
to fetch up an ivory box from my dress- 
ing-table.”” 
che Greck’s black eyes snapped. 

He ran below, and came back almost 
in a moment, ‘with the ivory box of 
ointment, in his dusky hand. 

“This?” ho explained. 

Lard Mauloveror nodded, 

ae 





eset, his, olivos 
‘with triumph, 
0 ointment out of 
the ‘box, Harry Wharton & Co. 
watched him in grim silence, Hassan, 
tho dragoman, in great relict, For bis 
own sake, Lord Mauloverer would not 
have yielded; to save his comrades he 
was giving up tho Golden Scarab, at 
last, itito the greedy hands of tho Greok, 
But there was a surprise in store for 
tho Greek, and for the Groyfriars 
juniors. 

‘The ointment that had hidden tho 

(Continued on next page.) 





the Greek scooped 













The pure cool flavour of Wrigley’s refreshes you like nothing else can 
+ + «it refreshes your mouth .. . Keeps you cool, Wrigley’s ‘ after every 
meal’ aids digestion . . . cleanses the teeth. 


In two flavours—P.K., pure double-distilled peppermint flavour, and 
Spearmint, pure mint leaf flavour. Only 1d. a packet, worth many times 


more for the good it does you. 


MADE IN GREAT BRITAIN. 


WRIGLEYS 


MEANS BETTER CHEWING GUM 





18 


rearab_in: the ivory box was scooped 
Out, But thero was no glitter of gold 
in tho moontight, ‘tho box was empty! 
‘he scarab was gona! 


THE NINTH CHAPTER, 
‘The Ride in the Desert! 


«gms ONE!” 
Lord Mauleveror uttered the 
word, in tones of blank 


astonishment. 
‘The Famous Five stared. 
Hassan gave a groan of disappoint. 


meni. 
‘Tho olive face of, Kalizelos worked 
with rago. He. huéled tho ivory box 
fon the deck with a rash that broke 
it into @ score of picces. He turned 
fo Tord” Mauloveret,  convulsed with 
“Fool, you would trick me, to wasto 
time!” hie hissed. “Do you think that 
tho. foldiors from Wady Halfe aro 
‘lroady on thoir way, liar and fool?” 
‘Maulovorer compressed his lips, 
“Tho scarab was thero!”” ho sai 
“Tt is falso 1!” re 
“T suppose a rascal Liko you woulda’ 
undorstand that a fellow would not toll 
ies,” remarked Lord” Mauloverer 
rellectivoly. - 
““Whoro is tho scarab?” hissed tho 
Greek pe 
“Ask. mo another !”” 
“What the thump can havo become 
of it?” oxclaimed “Bob Cherry in 
wonder, “It was in, that box, packed 
under the ointment !”” 
Looks a8 if somebody spotted it and 























. Lying was the dragoman' 
eee aa timomhon eel ih ae mot 
ever cour to his Oriental mind that 








his shouldors and walked 
, and the unhappy son of 

2 in 

'No timo was lost now. 


‘uneasy. glances Wy 
river in tho 








ta the midst of the 
Abdurrahman leading the way 
on his black Barbary horse. 

From the dahabiyeh the reis and tho 
Nubian sailors Stared after them, And 
from tho clump of tamarisks on the 
bank, where he lay hidden, in mortal 
feet, Billy uber wath “hom 

ough, his big. spectacles an 
with relief when tho shadows ortho 
desert. swallowed them from sight. 
Billy Bunter, no doubt, was concerned 
for his schgolfellows, “but there Was 
still lesa doubt that he was moro deeply 
concerned for himself! 

With a rapid beat of hoofs, the part) 
rode away from the rivor.. ‘ihe sheikh 
ge ‘in adve » and after him 

un ‘camels, driven to 
by_blows cries from their riders. 

‘Every man was 

ft as he rodo. 











lancing to right and 
jan and bis 












tho vanished into ‘the desert, was 


‘and stack. The Gi 


ls, the prisoners rodo migh 
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that the nows of the raid had spread; 
that mounted men would be seeking the 
Arab raiders up and down the Nile and 
across tho western desert. But ie sand 
‘and rocks left no trace’ of the flocing 
robbers; end once in the illimitable 
spaces of the desert, pursuit was a 
Practical impossibility. 

For hundreds of miles the dosert 
stretched, sandy; barren, uninhabited 
wrth only, the jes of the birds of prey 
to watch the wild riders as they passed. 
Search for the prisoners, when they had 

oo 





search for a needle in a haystack—a 
yan very small nocdle in a very largo hay- 
lind won at last. 





in 
chance had failed, ‘here was no hops 
now. 

No hope—and the juniors realised it, 
Long, long miles lay between them and 

Io now. ‘The bright. moonlight 
showed them only barren stretches of 
fand, and ranges of rocky hills. And 
Still tho camels, thundered on, while 
the night grew older and the moonlight 
Bave placd to: daven. 

Weary, aching from the jolting and 
bumping’ of tho camels, with tired oyes, 
the Greyfriars juniors, watched the ban 
rise on tho desert, ‘Phe rays of tho 
Hinng "suns glimmored “over inmense 
solituntes, Pace was slowor now; 
oven tho hardy ‘Baggara camels. were 
growing fatigued; "and “the juniors 
Sould sec, too, that the raiders had now 
Tittle or ‘no foar of pursuit, But the 
ride still went on, farther ond farther 
into the trackless wastes. 






















; a, it uu ike some terrible nightmare to 
pinched it,” said Mauloverer. “I'm a dosperato onc, and the del i i rH 
Horry for this, you chaps! Td have lot dahabiyeh bed ‘added to. thei danger Jog or en ead 
thom havo it, like a shot, to,savo you ‘They fearod every. moment to faces ie. hairs inthe dalabiyeh, ia 
from his clutches. Now there's nothin’ armed riders start into view in the fascisd’ sacurty, “dicusing the "new 
doin’, unless that cheery old bean will moonlight: * torm at Greyftiars. From’ civilisation 
take ‘my word for it that I don't, know "Ragerly’ the Groyfriars juniors looked WF one fall sxroop, into 
what haw becomo of the searab.” back as thoy rocked and bumped slong ‘Houseboats, and 
“Am I a child, to bo docoived by on the tall, swaying camels. "What the and 

a_trick® said the Groek hoarsely. desort robbors feared, was what the 
“For tho last time, Lord Mauleverer, prisoners hoped. 
will you give up tho scarab?” ‘There was a sudden shout from ono of 

Cane tho robbers, “Tt was echoed by others, 


“Wheto, is it?” hissed, Kalizelos. 
“Haven't tho foggiest.” 


‘Bough 
The Greok snarled an order in 
Arabic, and Yustof and Hamza drove 
tho juniors across tho gangway to. the 
Bawa turned imploringly 

fassan turned his oyes imploringly on 
Lord: Maulovorer. 

“Oh, noblo sar !” ho groaned. “I 
‘you in'the name of tho Prophet, 
up tho scarab to, this Greek. What is 
the valuo of such trifle, lordly sar, 
to your nobla lordship? Those men are 
fictoo as the lions. and all our lives are 
worth nothing in the desert of Libya.” 

Maulovoror glanced at him. 

“Didn't you hear mo tell the old bean 
that T haven't the foggiest idea. where 
tho jolly old scarab is, Hassan?” 

“On, sar! ‘Think ‘yot once more, 
noble “sar, before you anger these 
terrible mon. I, Hassan, the son of 
Suleinan, have told many’ lies, sar, but 
Tyould tiot daro to lio to these men.” 

“Oh gad!” said Maulovorer. 

“Vou silly. dumm: 
“Tho scarab’s “beon, taken. 
Nobody, hore knoves whers it is.” 

“Lordly sar, I swoar that the telli 
of lios to these men is usoless,"* urge 
Hasaan, | “Thore is got timo to speak 
the truth my noblo lord, and save us 
all from Inock nto @ cock 
say in tho English languago. 

‘Evidently Hassan, no more than the 
Greck, believed that tho scarab. was 
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‘hat, as you 








As they stumbled on the shore Bol Cher 


ax ho pointed to the south.” In tho 
Glimmnering moonlight “a. camel rider 
Sppeared in, sigh ro was & 
gleam of « carbine-barrel in the 

the:moon, 











Tho Sholkh Abdurrahman shouted to 
his followers. ‘Tha rido, or rather. the 








flight, had. been before; now 
was ‘doubly “swift. With fierce. and 
savage blows and hoarso yells, tho desert 


Fobbers drove tho swaying ‘camels oa: 
ward, and it seemed to the juniors that 
they ‘wero rushing through tho night at 
‘latest the speed. of ant express ‘train. 
‘The way lay throagh a defile in a range 
of ow cay lt: od ooking back 
Row, thes could see’ tho Nile no fonger, 
and’ the camel-rider they had glisapsed 
for a moment had vanished. 
eter after "ts, anyhow!” exid 
fohnny’ Bell, 
"Thud, thud, thud, thundered the gat- 
ing ‘hooks. 
athe low, sandy hills lay 0 
plain’ of sand, across which tho riders 
Toro at their fastest speed. ‘Then the 
rode ‘throughs deSle in rocky” bills 
again, stil keeping up the desperate 
pace.” Again and again, s 
Ehroogh ranges of iow bills, clattering 
among dark’ limestone boulders—agaia 
and gain, vast stretches of cand Gashod 
finder the’ (hudding hoofs. . Hour after 
hour passed, and still the wild ride went 
Stand "the hopes” of the Greyf 
: reyfriare 
fellows died away. ‘They had no’ doubt 







‘Through a long and weary morning 
tho ide wont on, ‘moro slowiy, but with: 





| Then 6 
of tho Libyan De 
‘Thoy halted at last, in the midst 
of a. stonestrown, sandy ate 
spot where @ group of scrubby, 

grew, the only vegetation within roa 
Sf the oye. Evidently thore was a 
spring at the spot, and water was to 
be found, known to the desert riders 
‘The camels laid down to rest, and the 








risonors were unbound. from the 
wmps on which they had swayed and 
jolted so long and so woarily. ‘Their 





algo; and thoy wero 
bread and brackis 


ae er a 
veo) Gry. dhs 
rater. ‘They ate_and drank mecha 








Calls; almost too fatigued to stir The 
eck mg oter fo then wih bie 
“ipo you dream that wo nay bo fol 
lowed gd, diat you may be found by 
ou ed. 

*8bocan't look’ a healthy chance! 


said Lord Mauleserer. 

ithe Golden ‘Scarab will be your 
ransom! Twill give you pen and paper 
and feo the old naan 
Brood, ot Assuan. The drogoman ‘will 
carey pour message!” 

‘Lord Mauleverer made no answer, 

A"inow: ou, me lord? guid’ the 
Greek bitterly.” "You would perish 
Bons in tho. desert. before “you ould 
yidal'T know yout” that's why L 





EVERY SATURDAY 





Quaking with terror at the sight of the wild Arab horseman, Bunter squatted in the thickness of the olump of tamarisks, 


anxious to keep out of sight, 





havo. brought your friends to die. with 
you if you do not yield! Do 
iat E Will qhow them 
“t'you don't look it,” eaid Mauloverer. 
“9 save thom, if fot to savo yours, 
will you weite to tho old man Brooke? 
Only" the teafab. will’ ransom you.” 
“Tea told you ‘Mauloverer 
calmly, “that Tknow nothin’ of tho 
Scarab. I¢ was hidden in tho ivory box; 
find someone must-have taken it) a3 i 
Was not found there. If you want the 
scarab, you must find who kas taken it 
“Fool ! hissed tho Greek. “Will you 
tio to'me, when your life and tho lives 
of your friends hang upon a thread?” 
Mauleverer, shrugged his showlders, 




















“As you will, my lord I” ‘the 
eck.” “I can afford to wait! You 
‘will not eseape from my hands! I Jeavo 


you unbound—attempt to escape if you 
choose” Ho, waved his hand at tho 
vast desert. “Loayo this camp, and do 
you think you could find your path back 
to the Nile? Do you not know that you 
would perish of thirst in the sands? 
Yer Twill warn you that if you take o 
stop beyond the camp the Arabs will 
ride you down and spear you. ‘Take 
thought, my lord—T can afford to wait! 
Kither "tho Golden Scarab shall be 











‘my hands, or you and your 
fonda ‘dio in the deser¢!  Droam of 
cxeape, ‘and teteug. if you choose 





you will soon come to your senses !” 
Tho Greok swung away. 


jhe “Greyfriars. fellows exchanged 
ances, 
eeLooks as if wo'ro booked !” said Bob 
dismally. 


‘Vm sorry for this, you fellows! said 
‘Mguleveror in a low voice. 

“Not your fault, fathead” 

“Pd give tho scarab like a shot to 


you dream d 


for the dababiyeh 1 
You know that, 


snp ut What the dickens has become of 
it?” said 

“Goodness knows! Somebody on tho 
dahabiych must have spotted where it 
was hidden and pinched it. Can't ex 
Kalizelos to beliove that, though- 
trustful sort of johnny.” 









vo got to ke 
and seo {¢ throught 
T'm glad Bunter’s out 


mumbled Hassan. “If 
‘@ writing to the noble 

Hossan, the son of 
Suleimen, will carry it to Assuan—and 
gurely you will not lose ¢o many lives 
for a scarabt” 

‘The juniors, made no reply to that. 
They strotched themselves on tho hard 
ground under tho acacias and slept tho 
sleep of utter weariness. 


quietly. 
stiff upper 
Never, say die! 
of, it.” 














‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

All Right for Bunter 1 
groaned Billy Bunter, 
He mopped the "perspir 
din tea te seeming te 

most dropping of with 
almost dropping. 
ie plugged desperately on 
sunshine. 

Bunter had watched the desert raiders 
oem 
i so go, thankful that he 
ot been on board tho dahabiyeh ‘when 
they came, Not till the wild riders had 
Vanished did the fat junior venture to 
crawl out of the clump of tamariaks. 












we're for it” said Harry ou 








ym the shadowy desert farther back, a bunch of dark-faced riders came in sight, riding fast 


Then he did not return to tho daha- 
biyeb, ‘Thero was no safety on the 
houseboat of Mr. Maroudi. junter did 
not know whether the rai might 
return—ho did not even know whethor 
any of them might have remained on 
board. He turned his face to the north, 
following the course of the Nilo, and 
tramped away as fast as his fat logs 

‘move, only anxious to got out of 
the danger-zone. 























Milo after mile tho fat Ow) tramped 
on, guided by tho river, tll the night 
tho new day camo.” Ho 





as gone an 
might have obtained help at more than 
‘ong village along the Nile; but at the 
of a turban or a tarboosh, the 
junior dodged, palpitating, out of 
shi, dreading an cnemy. le was 
little comforted when daylight camo; 
but his fat legs were aching, and he 
foamed and grunted as ho pligged on; 

low many miles he had covered he did 
not know; but ho. knew ‘that ho. was 
Bow at a great distance from tho dah 
biyeh, and there had been no pursuit. 
Apparently, the Greek, whom ho had 
seen among the raiders, had not given 
him a thought, and had forgotten his 
fat existenc and for once, Billy 
Bunter was glad to be forgotten. 

‘The sun rose higher, and Bunter's fat 
brow streamed, and his fat legs ached 
as he trai down the rolling Nile. 
Flesh and blood could stand no more, 
and Billy Bunter came to a halt at last. 

His first thought had been simply. to 
escape and get out of danger of sharing 
tho fate of the Greyfriars party. 

But as his terrors diminished, tho fat 
Owl ccased to think wholly of himself, 
and gave a thought or two to the fellows: 
‘Tue Macxer Lrerary.—No. 1,284. 
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who liad been carried off into the Libyan 
Desert, z 

He hed to get help somehow. | Sir 
Regintld Brooke was at Amuan, waiting 
Torvth return of the dababiyeh there, 
and Mauiy's unelo was the man to take 
tho matter. in hand. Bunter did not 
Know kow far he was from Assan, but 
fo knew that it was many miles. 

His fat little legs could carry him no 
farther, and he stopped under the shade 
ata ‘date-palm, and” grunted and 
irroaned. 

Every dark face on the Nile-shore was, 
to Bunter’s territed mind, an enemy of 
® possible enemy. A dozen. times, al 
Teast, he had dodged out of the sight of 
harmless fellabin. 

But the sight of a fruitboat on the 
Nile was roamuring. A felucca, with a 
fargo of ‘fruit aboard, ‘rowed’ by. six 
Bratrny brown en, was coming own 
the "river, and. appeared in Bunter’s 
sight as ‘he stood panting under the 
palm, "von Bunter could not foar that 
Bo natives on the. bost had any con: 
neatfon with tho Sheikh Abdurrabman's 
Bang of desert robbers, 

He waved a fat hand and shouted to 
the bostmen, 

Thrown faces tuned towards him in 

















roared Bunter. “Stop! Give 
moa lift to Assuan! Hi!” 

‘The rowers slowed down, still staring. 
and ‘talking to ono another in. rather 
excited tones. ‘The boat pulled in to the 
‘bank at Las 





‘Two oF threo of the natives spoke to Di 


Bunter, but it was in langage of 
which ho did not understand a word. 
But with gosturos they invited him on 
bonrd tho folucca, and he plumped down 
into a soat with @ gasp of relie 

“Agguan 1” he gasped, poi 
tho river. 














ig down 


‘The answer was in Arabic, but the 
brown men bent to their oats again and 
rowed on, 

The felucca was slow, but it was ten 
times a5 fast as Buntor’s tired, fat legs 
auld Bove carried him’ op-” Biz long. 

vy oars steadily, and the 
heavy cratt rolled on. its way. The 
rowers gave the fat junior many curious 
piring tecy"gusning for eeeatt, ‘wel 
spiring face, ath, ‘ani 
fabbed at. fics Obviously, they’ were 
interested ia him. 

1 Ut ovcurred to Bunter at lat that they 

ow what had. happened on the 
dahabiyeh, and guessed that ho was one 
of the party of Faringhees that had been 
attacked by tho riders from the desert. 

Ho realized that the res, andthe 
Nubian’ cron, would: Have. epread th 
news of the ‘outrage long before. this, 
fand that it must heve run like wildfire 
Upand down the Nile, 

Mauch news. wes cortain to cause a 
sensation, and to spread far and wide, 
and. Duster, realised, too, that most 
Tikely it had “already reached Asst 
Teas mare than probable hat Sir 
Reginald Brooke had already heard it 

Slowly, but steadily, the felvcca p 
fon down the Nile, under the blaze of the 
Egyptian sun, 

Shug-chug-cbug-chug ! 

Tr was an hour later that Bunter 
heard, without heeding, the chugging 
of inotor-boat on tho river. 

‘The motor-loat was coming up from 
tho direction of Atsuan and. the Nite 

blink: throwel 


































big He 
hada. glimpse of a white man's facc 
Tooking towards him, and caught the 


gleam of an oyoglass in the sunlight. 

‘There was a shout, and the felucca’s 
crew ceased to row, and the motor-boat 
ran down on them, ' Bunter gave a yelp. 
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TRACKS 


‘This motor-bike and its rider are ready 
for anything. They have ridden in road 
races, onagrasstrackandat Brooklands. 
‘They have thundered round the Wall of 
Death — greatest of all motor-oycling 
thrills. Their story is but one of a host 
of fascinating featuresof the MODERN 
BOY'S ANNUAL, which deals with 
ships, aeroplanes, railwaysand the most 
up-to-date developments of to-da: 
There are hundreds of striking illustra 
tions from photographs which have been 
gathered from the four comers of the 
earth; there arethreerippingadventure 
stories and two splendid coloured plates 
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THE MAGNET 


“Get on! Get om, I tell you! Get 
on, fe Assuany ‘you dummies! jolly 
ell won't pay you anything if you don't 
ueey 

“Bunter !” 

‘Tho fat junior gavo jump, Tt was 
the voies of Sir Reginald’ Brooke, call- 
ing to him from the motor-boat. 

Bunter blinked round in amazement. 

Beside the tall baronet stood the 
plump Ggure of Me. Hilmi Margudi of 

‘airo. Both were ‘stating at Bunter, 
evidently astonished fo see him in the 
felucea coming down tho Nile. 

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. 

Mr. Maroudi, spoke to the felucca’s 
crew. in Arabic, and the fruit-boat 
ranged alongside the motor-craft, Sir 
Reginald stretched out a hand to the fat 
junior and helped him ‘on board. A 
andful of piastres were tossed to the 
brown men in the felucca, and. they 
rowed on down the rivor, 
The motor-boat immediately resumed 
way up the Nile, Billy Bunter stood 
and gasped and mo brow, and 
inked at Mauly's uncle throngh his 


big, 






















indeed, he could guess, further, 
i was the news of the raid that 
brought, Sir Reginald ‘and his 
Egyptian friend. up. the Nilo from 
Assuan that morning. 3 
"ako courage, my: dear friend,” said 
Mr, Maroudi, in his low, pleasant voice. 
“This “is one of the "boys who has 
ceqaped “perhaps tho others — 
“Bunter! Whero is my nephew” 


foginald, speaking quietly, 
bat with a shale in bi ian 
"Thos" l_ Bunter. 
nad. 









ast Kalizelos— 
“You are sure it was the Greek? 
“Tsaw him ! groaned Bunter, “That 





Greok villain, anda swarm of awful 
Arabs—horribiedooking, savage esas 
thoy" 

“News has reached Assan of tho 
attack "on ‘the dahabiyoh,” said, Sic 
Reginald, in tho samo quiet tone, “We 
have heard, 20 fat, that a number of 
desort robbers. attacked the houseboat 
and took away tho schootboss. “Wo st 
pened that ‘all had been taken—yet you 
ey 'as ashore,” explained Thunter, 
’d) gone for a walk on the bauk, and 
L jolly well kept out of sight" when T 

















fortunato, 
‘Mr. Maroudi. 

Yes. luck?” gasped. Bunter. 
“Bat for that, I should be with them 
now jolly lucky 1 wag on shore! | Jr 
‘couldn't have hay fer, xeally 
might have been in tho hands of thow 
awful villains, along with the other 
chaps!” 

Mr. Maroudi 
curious look, and 


my young 





gg0e ghia rather 
irs Reginald Brooke 
emitted ‘a snort, Berhaps. both. the 
gentlemen considered that Dilly Bunter 
fight have evinced some desire to share 
{ite fate of the party, to. sink oF swim 
fogether. “Such an idea as thet ras cor” 
iekity nt likely to oveur to the fat mind 
of William George Bunter. He" wes 
Sorey for tho othr fellowsbut deeply 
Shaokiul that he was not ia their oom: 
pany. Matters. were bad enough—but 
Eloy might have been worse! 

"Then my nophew and his friends aro 

isonet? vasked the old baron. 

"-Ril'but me! suid Bunter, 
‘Another. short from Sir. Regine 
which might have implied that he 
Tot cout the fat Owl among his 
Rephow’s friends, Bunter wondered what 
Tid old donkey was snorting for., 












EVERY SATURDAY 


“You saw them taken away!” asked 
Mr. Maroudi. 

“Yes—tied on camels,” said Bunter. 
“Kalizelos was there, and those two 
Arab beasts Yussef and Hamza, and a 
crowd of savage brutes—” 

“T cannot understand it,” said Sir 
Roginald. “The attack can only. 
hoon caused by that scoundral Kalizelos 
desire to possess the Golden Scarab. 
nephew would never have submit 
own account, but I should have ex- 
pected him to give the scoundrel what- 
ever he asked, to save his friends from 
savago enemics—” 

Bunter gave a. start 

“Oh crikey!” he ejaculated. 
ft Sir Reginald stared at him, with « 

ron 

“They cannot havo seized the scarab.” 
wont on the old baronet, "That is all 
that the Greek desired. I am convinced 
that he would have been willing to leave 
tho party. alono, had be gained, what he 
wanted. No doubt it was safely con- 
eealed, and my nephew refused to reveal 
it, Yet, to save his friends, I should 
fave. expected-—" 

“Oh crikey! I—I say, I—I’ve got the 
scarab!” gasped Bunter. 

“What?” 

“Pd forgotten about it!” gasped the 
fat Owl. "I've got it in my pocket now | 
Mauly ‘couldn't have handed it over, 
if ho wanted t 
























Sir Reginald stared at him. 

“You the scarab? How did it 
‘come into your hands, pray ?” 

“Oh! I—I—Mauly handed it to me 
to koep safely, you know!” stammored 
Buntor. “Boing his best pal—” 


“Nonsense 

“Oh, really, sir—” 

f you have the searab, let_mo sce 
it!” snapped Sir Reginald. “I am quite 
assured that my nephew would never 
placa it in your hands!” 

“Well, hero itis,” grunted Buntor 
sulkily, ‘and ho fished out the match- 
box from his pocket und opened it. 
“Lve got it safo all right! Mauly 
trusted it tome, you know—he's 
moro faith in me than in the other 
follows, of course. I never found where 
ho had hidden it, you know.” 

“What?” 

“Fm not the, follow to spy anything 
ou hope,” said Bunter, with 
dignity, “ As for taking the rotten thing 
to-hide it, to make Mauly sit up for 
boing stich’, beast, T never even thought 
of such a thing.” 

Snort from Sir Roginald. 

“Give it to me!” he grunted. 

He took the Golden Scarab from tho 
fat Owl. He scanned fully, and 
‘Mr, Maroudi’s dark eyes dwelt on it 


cuyiously 

“This is the Scarab of A-Menah,” 
said Sir Reginald, with a grunt. “But 
for this foolish boy's crass trickery my 
nephew might have ransomed himself 
and his friends by giving it up to the 


Greek.” 














ps_it is, fortunate,” said Mr, 
Maroudi softly, “for your nephew and 
his friends will be rescued, my good 
friend; and the scarab is safe.” 

“Tt is of little value. | fail entirely 
to understand the Greek’s desire to pos, 
sess it, at tho cost of danger and crime.” 
Sir Reginald slipped the golden beetle 
intg his pocket. “The legend attached 
to it ean be nothing but a fable. I 
would gladly give it, and a thousand 
such, to seo my nephew safe once more.” 

“That is the Greek’s design,” said Mr. 
Maroudi quietly. “But I have som 
power in this land, my good friend, and 
Tam here. According to the report re- 
ceived at Assuan, it was the Sheikh 








have Mi 


Abdurrahman, once, a follower of the 
Khalifa, who attacked the dahabiyeb 
with his men. If that is ascertained 
beyond doubt——”” 

“This boy may know!” 

_jukou sam the lender ofthe, desert 
ri Jou ‘iend,” sai ir, 
ron You san tell us something 





“A fieroe-looking beast with a hooked 
nose,” said Bunter, “I heard Hassan 
tell the fellows on the dahabiyeh that he 
was the Sheikh Abdurrshunan. Never 
heard of him, before, “Hassan ‘said that 

ast fought as a boy against 
Kitchener at Omdurman.” 

‘Mr. Maroudi’s face lightened. 

“‘Then there is no doubt!” he said. 
“It is Abdurrahman, the robber of the 
Libyan Desert, who has aided the Greck 
in this raid?” 
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“Is that good news?” asked Sir 
Reginald, staring at the Egyption. “I 
have heard of th desperate and 
savage outcast, stained with the blood of 
many murders—" 

“But a man who is known to me, and 
with whom I have eaten salt!”’ said the 
Egyptian tranquilly. “And now th: 
‘am assured, my good friend, that it is 
the ‘Sheikh’ Abdtrrahman into whose 
hands our little friends have fallen, I 
shall answer to you that I can save 
them, “Upon my head be it!” 

Billy Bunter blinked at the Egyptian, 
and blinked round the motor-boat. 
‘He was wondering if there were any 
provisions on board. Fortunately there 
were, and Bunter sat down to a meal 
and forgot his troubles—and still more 
easily the troubles of the other fellows— 
fas he packed away the foodstuffs, and 
Bee motorboat chigged on willy op 
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Messenger 1 


IGHT in the desert! 
feathery palms waved 


Tall, 
their fronds in'the light of the 
moon. 





Only a line of low, rocky hills, in tho 
distance, broke the level of the desert. 

Save in that one spot, where the oasi 
as fed by 8 spring all was sandy, arid, 
barren, “From the shadows of tho 
barren’ plain camo. distant sound, 
which the Greyfriars fellows thrillyd to 
realise was the roar of a roaming lion, 

After the noonday halt the  desore 
raiders had pushed on again, ever and 
ever westward, deeper and deeper into 
the desert, ‘Through she lone, “smny 
afternoon they had ridden, and under 
the burning sunset, and til the moon 
rose in the velvety sky. ‘Then the 
Teached the oasis—evidenily a place well 
Known to them—and camped for the 























juniors wondered whether this 
was the final halt. They heard the talk 
among the Arak ‘ithout understanding 
it, But Hassan told them that th 
morning the ride was to go on, farthor 
and*farther. Desperate ruffian as tho 
Sheikh Abdurrahman was, he feared 
vengeance for ao daring am outrage a4 a 
raid on  dahabiyeh on the Nile, and ho 
intended to put a vast distance between 
himself and possible pursuit by the 
Egyptian troops. ‘The halt at the oasis 
aly for & rest till dawn, as lassan 
learned from tho talk of the Arabs, 
something like despair in 
the hearts of tho schoolboys. ‘The desert: 
had swallowed them, far from help and 
hope. {t was not possible to pay 
the ransom demanded by the Greek, for 
tho Golden Scarab had vanished, "and 
Lord Mauleveror know no more than the 
Greek whore to lay hands on it, Unless 
there was pursuit and rescue they were 
doomed to leave their bones in tho 
desort, and how could reseue reach them 
om the trackless wilderness of sand and 
rock? 

‘Yussef_ and Hamza had 
for the Greek, the hardy desert robbers 
wrapping themselves in their cloaks to 
sleep on the earth by the sides of their 
camels. Of the juniors, Abdurrahman 
and his men took little or no notice: 
‘They were not concerned with them. At 
a word from the Greek who had hired 
them they would have cut off the school- 
boys’ heads, without a moment's hesita- 
tion or remorse; but so long as Kalizelos 
desired to keep them prisoners, the 
Arabs left them to themselves. 

Eecapo, war ‘impossible: the juniors 
hardly thought of it. ‘They wero left 
unbound; but the swift camels could 
have run them down at once if they had 
wandered from the camp. And escape 
into the arid desert meant nothizg but 
death by hunger and thirst. Once, when 
Johnny Bull moved out beyond the 
sleeping camels to look across the plain, 
blow from the butt of a spear drovo 
jim back again, and the look of the 
Arab who drove him in showed that he 
would will ingly use the point if the 
junior resisted. 

‘A supper of dhurra bread and dates 
and water was given to the prisoners. 
Hopeless as their position seemed, the 
juniors were keeping up their courage. 
Tr was Hassan who was plunged into the 
depths of woo. He was wanted only as 
& messenger to take word from 
Mauleverer to his uncle; and when he 
was no longer wanted, if it was certain 
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ut up a tent 
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that no message would be sent, Hassan 
expected to be. knocked on the head as 
 igeless encumbrance. 

Hasson, torn and soiled and dusty, 
looked Title like the gorgeots, smiling 
Gragoman. who had guided tho juniors 
at Cairo and Luxor and sailed. with 
lem om Mr, Maroudi's dahabiyeh. It 
Hassan retained any hope, it was not in 
the Egyptian authorities, or in. Sit 
Reginald’ Brooke, but in the power of 
tho “Egyption ” millionaite, ili 
Maroudiy the. protector of his “lordly 
fentlemen.” But the dismal, dolorous 
Expression on Hlessan’'s brown {noo 
showed that he doubted whether even 
Him shretel 








Maroudi’s arm could 


across the Libyan Desert to save them. 





and Kalizalos, in his tont, was perhaps 
sleeping, too; perhaps dreami 
yo of Osiris" which he now believed 
in his grasp. ‘Two or three 
‘of the savage outcasts were keeping 
Watch, and a faint mutter of Arabic 
reached the juniors as the ruffians talked 
“ffi ‘moon that sailed high above th 
1¢ moon that sailed high above the 
osort was the moon that had. shone 
down 80 peaceably the previous 
‘the juniors on the dahl 
soft and silvery light foll 
‘tho desert, yet it seemed to, them that 
they were in a different world. So, in 
deed, they were, for they had dropped 
Bcke trom the ‘twentieth century into 
the ages of barbarism. : 
‘We're for it, and no mistake!" said 
Bob Cherry. 


aking, a long. silence. 
“Lig nd Bytes ont of itt 

















of it! 
ef, that’s 40 mutch to the good,"" 
said Nugent, Lucky the fat idiot took 
that stroll ashore last night, after all 
Vell it would make matters worse 
if we had him grumbling and grow 
hore!” geunted ‘Jobmny “Bull. Than 
gogdness we liaven’tI” 
Tho thankfulness is terrific!” mur- 
mured tho Nabob of Bhanipur. 
‘Thero was silence ago. 
ch the silence thero came. a 














brightness of the moon. 
That's @ horse or & camel!” sa 
Bob. “I—T wonder Hassan, old 
bean, do you think, there's ® chance 
they've got after us?” 

Hassan shook 1 disinal hea 
“No, sar. We are in one 
ho answered Ingubriously. "Phe sold 
will seek, but thoy will not find. ‘That 
js a deadly cert, as you say in your 


























language.” 
‘hud! Thad! Thud t 
‘The beat of swift hoofs, was clearer 
now. A horseman was riding. towards 


the camp at the oasis at a furious speed. 

‘Tho juniors rose to, their feet anc 
looked ‘across the sand. Far away in 
the moonlight thoy sighted the figure of 
an Arab rider on a powerful horse. 

“One of the gang, I suppose,” said 
Nugent, with os “Nobody can 
Know whero to look for these villains 
‘except their friends.” 

Hassan fixed his eyes on the ap- 
proaching horseman. It was evident 
that tho dragoman had no hope that the 
rider's coming meant rescue. But 9 
strange expression came over his face as 
the galloping horseman drew nearer and 
clearer in the light of the moon. 

“Bismillah f” muttered Hassan. “Is 
is Sclim, tho son of Mustapha, who 
comes—Selim of Shellal, who has terved 
the great Maroudi. 

“You know the man?” asked Harry. 
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("Hassan Imows, all peoples, in valley 
of the Nile, saz,” said the dragoman, 
with a touch of his old manner. 
sar, Hassan know ing || Sel 
the son of Mustapha of Shellal, rides 
with the caravans that do business for 
tho great Maroudi, Many times I haxo 
soon him. By tho beard of the Prophet, 
it may yot be possible that the gre 
‘Maroudi may help us, even here in the 
Libyan Deser!. His power is great.” 

All the Arabs were on their fect now, 
watching the sn as he came. ‘Tho 
dark, fiereo eyes of tho Sheikh Abdur- 
rahman were fixed on him. But thero 
‘was no. hostility in their looks. It was 

lain that Selim, the son of Mustapha 
was known to them, and known on 
friendly’ terms, juniors did not 
understand. 











“You say that that man is in the ser- 
vice of Mr. Maroudi?” asked Harry 
Wharton. 

“Yes, sar.” 


“Then how can he be friendly with 
Lie 
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these robbers 
if ho was a 


he “On the Eanks of the Nilo 
Selim would not eall tho Sheikh Abdur- 
rahman his friend, But in the desert I 
think he pay backsheesh to the sheikh, to 
ermit the caravans to pass in safety. 
bhurrahman ig ono terrible man, my 
lord ho is feared in the desert. 
Apa it Selim pay him backsheesh “no 
robber of Libys dare to lay one on 
the great Maroudi’s caravans.” 
said Harry, He understood 

‘agent of Af, Meroud: might 
have dealings with a robber chief of t! 
desert. It sas plain, at all events, that 
Sclim waz known to the horde; soine of 
thom made him welcoming gestures as 
he galloped up. 

‘Tho Arab pulled in his horse, foaming 
and dustcovered, showing very plain 
tiene of having Goan driven hard.’ He 

lightly to the ground, oy 
Absorrabman, and sslsamed 

















fore tho 





shed the 
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sheikh. ‘they proceeded to talk in 
Arabic; but they stood too far away for 
Hassan’ and tho juniors t0 hear ‘what 
they sald. ‘Tho Greyftiers. fellows 
watched curiously. 

Te was clear hat Selim had ridden 
desperately hard from the Nilo, to reach 

camp at, the oasis. ‘His brown taco 
was caked with dried sweat and the dust 
of tho desort, ‘and-his horse, “powerful 
Boast as it was; was almost ‘cahausted, 
Ho. was speaking. breathlessly, bub 
urgenily, to the sheikh, and from time 
to'time ‘Abdurrahman ‘nodded his head 
5 ho replied in cure tones. 

fany times, as thoy stood speaking, 
both of them glanced towards the. tone 
of the Greek, ‘Kalizclos, ao the juniors 
id not fail to notice. Gnee they taughe 
@ cruel, sardonic grin on the shoikh's 
hard, brown face, ts he looked towards 
the tent of the sleeping Greek, 

“1'wonder———> mutlored Bob. 

Hassan, do rot sinderstand !” 
muttered the dragoman,. “They do not 
Tale of the safe passage of a caravan, my 
lordly sare; ‘they spon: of the Greek, for 
they look towards the tent of that ech of 
ten’ thousand dogs and pigs! Wahyate 
enabit May it be that tho power of 

faroudi may'reach us here ! 

‘The juniors looked, at ono another, 
with beating hearts.” They would havo 
given much to hear, and to undersand, 
the talk between the. desert sheikh and 
the man who had riddon in such dos: 

rato haste from’ the “distant. Nile. 

ie or thrice thoy saw tho black eyes 
of" Selim rest on them, and. they knew 
that ho was speaking of thom. 

Hassan mado an attempt to edgo 
nearer to the speakers, it's threaten: 
remo from an 'Arab dzovo hin 

ik There Was tiitle, porhaps, on 
which to build ‘hope, and yet ail tho 
Prisoners in tho eamp in tho oasis felt 
that the coming of Solim from tho Nilo 
spelled hope for them. 





























THE TWELFTH CHAPTER, 


Hope! 
ALIZELOS, tho Greek, stepped 
ut of his tent under tho palm: 
frees, in’ tho. sunrise of tho 





of 

Libyan Desert. “He glanced 
towards tho Greyiriars. juniors with 0 
grim smile on his olive faco. 

Harry Wharton & Co, woro already 
up, and eating a breakfast of maizo 
bread and datos—thoir eyes turning in- 
cessantly to, the east—tho direction of tho 
Gistant ‘and unseen Nile. From that 
direction, if rescue camo at all, it would 
come, and though it scemed like hoping 
against hope, tho chums of tho Removo 
hoped. 

Solim, the man from Shollal, on tho 
Nile, was still in the camp; th 
seen’ him among tho robber 
not approached them, but his presonca 
scemed to give hope, His, was at Jeast 


















Some sort of a connection between, them 
and thoi Egyptian friend, Hilm 
Maroudi. 


‘Tho hope that was in the, hearts of 
the schoolboys was reflected in their 
faces, and the Grock read it there, and 

brought a grim smile to his ‘olive 
“isago. So far as Konstantinos Kali- 
zelos could sce, at all events, there was 
no hope for his prisoners. Surrounded 
by savage Arab robbers, and tho bound. 
less desert, they were in his hands like 
birds in a cage. 

The Greek, ‘after glancing at tho 
jumiors, stood looking about him before 
the tent, ‘The juniors heard him call to 
one of the Arabs, who shook his head in 
reply. Hassan, the dragoman, started a 
little, and his ireen eyes flashed towards 











reok. 
““Tnshaliah !” murmured Hassan, 
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Harry Wharton & Co, were bound and hoisted on the spare camels and, with a rapid beat of hoofs, the party rode away. 
Tho sheikh galloped on in front, and after him thundered the camels, driven to speed by blows and etles trom thelr riders 1 


“What's up, Hassan?” asked Harry 
Wharton. “40 could see that the drago 
‘man hud beon struck by what was, said 
in Arabic between the Greek and the 
robber, 

“This 





Hi ig, one strange hg 5 ia 
asian.“ Realizclos, ho ase whero, 8 
his Arabs—Yussef and Hamza. Tho 
man he ask do not know.” 

“"heytte inthe camp somewhere, T 
suppose,” sai Harry. 

do “not sea them, noble sar,” 
answered Hassan, “and I remember that 
Thear in the might a sound of camels 
that go fast, This is strange.” 

Tho sntors: watched the Greek rather 
curiously. 

It was easy to sce, from where they sat 
under tho palms, over the whole of tho 
Tittlo oasis, which was merely. s small 
bunch of palms in tho midst of the 
desert, Now that they gave the matter 
attention, thoy could ece that-Yussef, the 
hawk-faced Arab, and Hamza, the man 
‘with tho scar, wore not present. The 
look of tho Greek was perplexed and 
angry. It scomed that the Greck’s two 
native confedcrates had left the camp 
during the night, evidently without tho 
knowledge of th master, and had not 
returned. 

‘They ‘saw Kalizelos approach the 
Sheikh Abdurrahman, who was standing 
the sand watching the east, like the 
ors. 

‘A murmur of voices reached thei 
‘cars, but they understood nothing of tho 
Arabic, But Hassan, who caught the 
words between the man from Cairo and 
tho Arab sheikb, breathed hard. 

“This is very strange !" he repeated. 














“Constryo!” grinned Bob. "Tell ‘us 
whab they're saving, Hassan.” 
“Somethin's gore on, you, _men,” 


murmured Lord Manteverer. 2 
mako it out, but I sort of fancy things 
ain't so rosy for Kalizelos as he fancied 
thay wero. é 
‘Tho juniors could sco that Kalizelos 
was, pualed "and inritated, while’ the 
sheikh, 
os, he want to know where aro 


‘on the other hand, was cold and 
his servants, Yussef and Hamza,” said 





“T can't a 








Hassan, “Abdurrahman say that in, the 
night they tako camels and ride, ‘The 
Greek he very angry., Ho do not under- 
stand why is this. He is what you call 
in English, riddled.” 
Puzzled ” grinned Bob, 


“Yes, sar, fois, pussled and riddled 
to a great and considerable extent,” sa 
Hassan, “This. is. a very strange 
happening !” 


‘Tho Grook at last went back to his 
tent. 

Abdurrahinan stared after hin for a 
moment, and the juuiors read in his hard 
face the col nile they 

If the Greek was 








puzzled, tho Greyfriars fellows wore 
‘equally'so. Tt looked as if thore was 
some rift in tho lute, as +f matters were 





not going as smaotbly as before, between 
tho Greek and tho desert thieves he had 
hired for his work. How and why, the 
Prisoners could not guess, 

“Oh, sars i” breathed Hassan, “You 
seo that look of the sheikh? Ho isa 
terrible man! Kalizelos has paid him 
much backsheesh for this work. | But 
‘what faith is thero in a thicf of the 
desert?’ Oh, sars, I think I sco, in this 
thg hand of tho great Marondi !” 

“Maroudi !” repeated Bob. 

“Maroudi_is a groat_an 
man,” said Hassan, - “Ho is a9 rich an 
powerful as a. cali Ts he not tho 
friend ‘of my ‘Tordly | gentlomen, who 
saved him the life when Kalizclos 
tacked him in his palaco at Cairo? Oh, 
sars, I think it may be tho will of Allah, 
and’ of Mahomet, his Prophet, that 
‘Maroudi may save'us yet 

“Ho will have to get + movo on, 
o'r going on into the desert”, ea 
Nugent, with a faint smile.” “You 
heard the scoundrels saying that we ride 

gain at dawn, Hassan.” 
Te is true,” said the dragoman. “But 
there is a change. ‘The camels stil lio in 
the sand; there is no sign that wo 
ride. And now it is long past dawn, 
my, noblo, sar.” 

“here's Selim!” muttered Johany 

‘The man from, Shellal passed in sight 
of the group of juniors. ‘He gave them 











1d powerful 























4 glance ase passed, with a amilg and 
2 flash of whito tooth, "But ho did not 
Approach the group, passing on and join 
ing Abdurrahman, and. standing. by his 
sido watching tho desert to tho cast 

‘The prisoners in tho oasis felt thoir 
hearts beating moro quickly. 

Sowething—something strange and 
mysterious,” behind tho scches—Was 
going on in tho Atab camp, that was 
Sloat What over it, war, did it mean 
hope to the prisoners? ‘They could not 
help thinicing that it did, 

‘Ae all events, there was no sign of the 
robbers breaking camp. ‘Who camels lay 
Uindisturbed, tho, Arabs Toafed. and 
loimged idly among the palme. Abdur- 
Fahnan stood Tike @ statuo gazing aerose 
thie dosert to tho east. 

Te could scarcely bo for pursuers, for 
onemies, that ho “was watching. Ata 

of danger the desert thieves would 
have boon in tho saddio, flosing for theit 
worthless lives, For. whom, for: what, 
was tho sheikh watehing? 

Then from the sunlit level of the 
sandy plain to tho oast two moving dots 
came insight, ‘They were ovidently 
lorsemen ‘approaching the camp at & 
gallop, though at present mere mos ing 
Specks’ in tho great distance, "Harry 



































‘i Wharton & Co. watched thom with their 


hearts in their eyes. It was for theso 
riders, it was cloar, that the sheikh was 
waiting and watching. Who were they? 
What did their coming portend? 


‘of hoofs was hoard at 









galloping riders. One of them wore tho 
Exyptian tarboosh, the other a white 
man’s pith helmet. ‘There was some- 
thing familiar about both of them, more 
and more so as they drew nearer. But 
‘the schoolboys hardly dared to belicvo 
what their eyes told them, 

“One of them’s Meroudi!” said Bob 
in a low voice, breaking tho tenso 
silence. 

“And the other——” 

Nonky!"" said Lord Maulevoror 
quietly. 
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“And that means—” said Bob, with 
a deep breath. 

“Tk must mean that we're saved !” 

“The savofulnoss is terrific,” chuckled 
Hurtroo Jamset Ram Singh. 

“Great_and powerful 
grinned Hassan, “Oh, my lordly gentl 
men, the day you. gain the friendshi 








of that, great man is a day worthy to be 


stone. Ib is 
iod_but one 


with a white 





rand bridles, the two horsemen 
ied up to the oasis and dismounted. 


THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER, 
The Golden Searab Gives Up Its Seeret ! 








HE Sheikh Abdurrahman 
I salaamed low before Hilmi 
Maroudi. ‘the Egyptian gavo 





the juniors a glance and a smile, 

and then plunged into talk with th 
lesert sheikh in Arabic. Sir Reginald 

Brooke cume over to the juniors. 

“Jolly glud to eco vou again, nunky !” 
said Lord Mauleverer. 

“"The gladfulness is terrific, esteemed 
and vonerablo sir" declared Hurreo 
Samsct Ram Singh, 

“What-ho t” chucited Bob. ‘ 

Hasean, tho deagoman, was salaaming 
to the old baronet as if he had a spring 
in his back, ‘The dragoman almost 
ceapered with joy. 

“Thank Heaven I find you safo, m 
boys,” suid Sir Reginald,’ “and than 

in for such a friend as Mr. 


asked Harry. 


0, or 1 should not be hore 
ithout help. Whero we are, I have no 
idea, but Mr, Maroudi know: 
as well a8 ho knows tho str 
Tgathor that ho has somo in 
these wretches. T trust to hi 
‘Ho is « wonderful man.” 

“And Bunter?” asked Bob. 
anything of Bunter?” 

“Bunter is safe,” said Sir 
{Vo eaino on him on the Ni 
him back to tho dalabi 
is thore now. ‘Tho troops aro out from 
Wady Halfa seurching for theso villains, 
but they have, of course, no knowledgo 
where to look for them. But for Mr, 
Maroudi—" 

‘Tho schoolboys glanced towards the 













































Reginald. 











Ragyptian, “He was in docp talk with 
tho shelkh, ° Bvidently ie vas. 'an 
amicable interview. Even tho Gerce, 
proud sheiklt of tho desert was treating 





the Egyptian with marked respect. No 
doubt“ backshoosh ” figured in the talk, 

‘Abdurrahman, who had hived himself 
and his gang to tho Greek for a great 
rice, was no doubt prepared to betray 
tho Gireck for a greater Treachery 
came as easily to him as. breathing. 
ear of Maroudi’s 








Power counted for 
much backsheesh, it sas probable, 
counted for moro.” Obviously Maroudi 
had counted on success when he rodo 
out with only a singlo companion to 
meet tho robbers at the solitary oasis in 
tho Libyan Desert. ‘The schoolboss did 
not know, oF cate to know, the details 
Of that talk, but thoy knew that Hilmi 
Maroudi had saved them. 

“I was surprised, astounded, when 
‘Mr. Maroudi proposed to mo to ride into 
the desert, and without armed forces,” 
went on Sir Reginald. “But he pointed 
out that oven if guided, the troops would 
have had no chance of running down 
such elusive scoundrels in their native 
dosort; moreovar, tho desert, Arabs aro 
much moro likely to kill their prisoners 
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than to allow them to bo rescued. Itsolves is both torrific and proposterous, 


seems that Mr, Marondi dispatched a 
swift rider to ‘reach theso Arabs and 
tain them till he could arrive, All 
aS gone as ‘me, thoug! ly 
dared to believe that it would be 20. 
‘Ho is o wonderful man and » faithful 
fiend," My dear, dear boys, you are 








arrival of the baronet and Mr, Maroudi 
from his tent, staring at them with 
amazed and ‘unbelioving eyes. | For 
several sninutes the Greck stood like o 
man ina tranco. 

‘Then he rushed towards the sheikh. 
‘Three or four of tho robbers, closing 
Found, grasped his arms. 
ecto Grech, mad with rane, sruapted 

‘Abdurrahman gavo hii one cold, 
careless glance over his shoulder an 
turned. his head. away again and 
Fesuined his conversation . 
The Egyptian did uot deign to look 
at biun at all. 

‘Struggling, shricking, foaming wt the 
mouth with rage, realising at last that 
his ‘treacherous allies had tied on 
him, tho Greck toro and wrenched in 
the ‘grasp of tho Arabs. 

Ho, was borne to the ground, and a 
camel-rope, was knotted round him, 
securing his arms and legs 

helpless prisoner under the 
eat with fury. 


























bers ap ‘ 
with tho. fat of a scimitar. 

hint to bo silent, and Kalizolos, 
grinding his tcoth, was’ silont. 

“Looks as if the jolly old Greek has 
Jost this gamo, after all,” remarked 
Lord Mauloverer, 

“Just a few!” grinned Bob Cherry. 

‘The conference between Maroudi and 
the sheikh onded at last. Abdurraliman 
laamed low, evidently satisfied with 
he outcome. Hoe called an order to 
his men and they ran to their camels. 
‘Bho Toop essed Beasts lurched up from 
the sai 


“They're going!” breathed Bob, 
‘Abdurrahman mounted "his ‘black 











Barbary, horso and placed himself at 
tho head of tho troop. Onco more, he 
hen, with » 


saluted Mr. Maroudi, and th 
olattor and 

desert, to 
crow.” With 8 th 








Glad enough were the Groyfriars 


fellows to seo them go. 
‘Mr. Maroudi camo up to the schocl- 
boys ‘with «smile on his dark, plump 





in, in happy, citoum- 
jances, my little” friends,” he said. 
Now ‘we have but to rido back to the 
‘and T have prevailed on that vory 
great scoundrel, Abdurrahman, to leave 
jou camels to ride. ‘This is'a happy 





You've saved us, sir,” said Harry 
Wharton. “It's not easy to tell you 
how grateful we sre!” 

“Did you not save me, in my house 
at Gelret eaed a Maroudi. 

be it for a as you say it 
the noble English language,” chuckled 
‘Hassan. 


“Tho gratitude of our ridiculous 


absurd sir!” said Hurree Jamset Ram 
Singh. 

‘Mr. Maroudi grinned, 

‘Phen his faco became gravo as ho 
glanced at the writhing Greek. A gleam 
shot into his dark 

with  Kalizelos!” 


“The crimes of this man he: 
filled the cup to overflowing, and it is 
fitting that ho should not live to do 
more evil.” 

















Hold on, si 
won't do any more hia 
lost.” 

Kalizelos writhed over and Gxed his 
black ‘eyes ‘on tho schoolboy carl 
Mauleverer gavo him a cheery nod. 

“You may believe mo now, old bean, 
though you're not a trustin’ sort of 
johnny,"” ho said. “I told you the 
scarab had boen pinched on the di 
biych. Even a doubtin’ Thomas. like 
you will beliove mo now you hear mo 
tell, my uncle so—what??” 

AN deer bone ade ee Roginala 

lear boy,” said Sir Roginal 
Brooke with a smile, “The scarab 


‘That johnny 
‘Pho scarab’s 

















was lost, but has been found. It 
was bond z seapie. fe inate who 
Femoved it “from the’ hiding-pluce "on 
the dahabiych.” a 
“Bunter!” exclaimed the juni 
“Oh gad! If I don’t kick that fat 
villain from one end of tho dahabiyeh 


to the other—” 

“He handed it over to mo, and 1 
havo it hore,” suid Sir Roginald, and 
he drew the Golden Scarab froma hia 


“I 
Ta the off baronat’s hand tho Gol 
in the ol aronet’s hand the Golden 

Scarab glitoned in tho. aun. “Tho 

Greck's eyes snapped as ho saw it, 
“That's tho jolly old article!” said 

Lord Mauleverer.” “Perhaps it's just 

a6 woll, as things turned out, that that 

fat idiot played silly tricks with. it. 

Kalizalos would have had it!” Ho fava 

tho Greek grin. “"Feol inclined. to 

Seust ge the giddy old sceret now, old 


ing 
Fool!” snarled the Greek, 

‘Give mo ear, my friends,” said Me. 
Maroudi quictly, “It is known to us 
that the scarab has 9 sccrot—tho secret 
of the Eye of Osiris. ‘That socrot Kali- 
tolos has read in an ancient papyrus, 
and. it is ‘known. only’ to, him. hat 
seoret he will now roveal.” 

“Novor!” hissod tho Greck. 

Maroudi_ stood looking down 
bound man with a calm, gra 

“These young English lords are my 
friends,” ho said. "in this land of 
Egypt 'my power is groat enough to 
protect them; but soon they return to 
their own country, and my erm is not 
Tong enough to reach to on island in 
the North Sea. If you live, O Man of 
Evil Deeds, you will follow thom to 
their own fand. You must dio, Kon- 
stantinos Kalizslos.”” 

‘Tho Greck stared up at him. He 
utiored no word, 

“Mr. Maroudi—” oxclaimed Whar- 























ton, 

‘Tho Egyptian raised his hand. 

“Do not sped, my litle friend,” be 
said gravely, “it is written that mon 
of evil deeds shall dio for tho wron 
they have done, ‘The lifo of this wicke« 
men is in my hand, and only on one cou- 
dition will I spare it.” 

‘He spoko in Arabio to Selim. i 

‘The man from Shella! took his 
scimitar in hand and epproachod the 
Greek, who stared at him with dilated 
‘yet. “The keen, baro blade lashed in 
tho sunlight as it was raised. 
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“Liston to mo,  Kalizclos:” saxa 
Hilmi Meroudi. ‘You who know the 
scoret of the scarab utter that secret to 
tho "young, Roglish ord, who is the 
possessor of the Scarab ‘of A-Menal 
You who know what was written by the 
scribe of A-Menab, speak your knovw- 
edge.” Ho struck a match and held 





amazing; suck a thought, had never 
rassed the minds of the juniors. To all 
‘appeararice, the Scatab of A-Menah was 
mada of solid gold. Yct they know that 
Kalizelos raust be speaking the truth; ho 
Mine rab peel trea Bend to 
hand; buf tho keenest oye could detect 
no sign of an opening. Maroudi's eyes 
turned. doubifull 












it up, burning with a steady flame in 
“16 ho has 


the stillness of tho desert, 
not spoken by the time thi 
burned out, you, Selim, stri 
head.” 

“On my head be it!” said Selim, 





the gleaming 





in the ‘mow no more” 
Peseta Fhe Watched’ breathlessly by ail 
now that it was usclese, ‘Maroudi was jemors, Lord Mauleverer, grip 
aw ad of tho beetle in finger’ and thom 
their friend and protector, but he was 2e4d of beetle in ower and thames 


master there, and he was grimly, irre- 
vooably resolved. Only by giving up 
the secret could the Greck be mado 


minute ho, failed—then thére 
movement in the metal, and the 


pe 





hurmless; and if he did not give it os 

ups it wag death! Six Reginald Brooke posring i 
‘opened his lips, and closed them again. eetag one a decal 
IP'was for Metoudi to give orders, and gashe'sint Gadigg Goats ballianey, 


opposition was futile," The Egy 


wag grim, and in terrible earnest. 





‘Tho still Jamo burned down. had not seep since 
‘Tho Greek pantod, and great drops Second—the 
of sweat camo on his brow. The scerct 


was dear to him, but life was dearer. 














‘The match burned out. hig palm. Ear . 
‘Thero was a fash of sweeping stecl _ Tt lay thero, scintillating and blazing 
‘as Sclim swept up the scimitar for the ia the sun; & huge diamond, glowing 
fatal blow. A soream broke from tho with strango lights, ‘The schoolboys 
reek, stared at it breathlessly. 
“Hold! I will speak?” Kal ave a Ho was 
Maroudi, signed to. tho looking, at last, on the Eye of Osiris 
Shellal, ‘Tho scimitar remained poised that ho had, so long and atoly 





sought; but he was looking his last on 
it." ‘Tho great diamond, worth tho 
ransom of many kings, was lost to him 


for 
“it is the Eye of Osiris!” said Hilmi 


said Maroudi coldly, 
id in the papyrus 
is this,” said tho Greok, in a hollow 
























voice, “The great diamond, the Eyo « 
ho, grant dian 8° Maroudi, ins. hushed. voice.» “For 
This "Wwes ‘written by. tho. serfbo. of ‘fee, thousand years it has lain hidden 
AMeneh for the guidance of hie son, eae foes, Se ee 
fonarsis! ‘The Gol 1 
and tho. Eyo of Ositis i. with Tien ne seid guistye hie 
‘Tho Egyptian gavo him w keen look. giamond is tho property ot the Egyptia 
ee tr yon liver be. ts . Government, and will be ded over 





ad to 

“Anybody got a ‘pair of nuterackers?™ °° Oy Mau 
‘Tho, junigte loughed, relioved by tho ‘The asec 

brgaking. ‘of the tension, 


1 gasped Bob Chorry. 

the ‘Egyptian gavo Mauleverer a very 

curious, Took. 

‘eyes wore turned on the golden “It is true,” he said. “There is 

boat : law in Egypt concerning treasures that 
‘The Greek’s statement was simply are found! Yet—” 


Birerecererececetecesececeseserecese Terese oes i 
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‘onthe Greek; those hi 


B 


“Foot!” muttered Kalizelon 

Lord Mauleverer glanced at the Greck 
with a anile, 

“Take it, Mr, Meroudi,” he said. “E 
qa out Spa to- hand fe over in the 
Proper quai fou approx, nunky 

"Ary dear boy !” was all Sir Reginald 
could say, 

“Hake 





Mr, Maroudi! Hassan’s gob 


airoady—” 
gasped the dragoman, 


oft and i shall be placed 
ia tho Museum’ at Cairo,” said. Ar. 
Maroudi gravely. “And there shall bo 
an neerigtion, thet. it was found. and 
on} forthe ‘peoplo of Egypt by a noblo 
Hal tord P 
“Fike the scarab, Mr. Kalizclos?” 
asked Lord Maulevorer politely. "You 
gan have it now, if you liko—o parting 


















bitter brow, he rode away, from the 
oasis and disappeared from the sight of 
the Groyfriars fellows—and they’ were 





glad to tee tho last of him, 


“I aay, you fellows!” 









“Hallo, ‘hallo, hallo!” 
“You've got back!” grunted Bunter, 
‘ay the juniors eame on hoard tho dahaz 
biyeh ‘tho following day with Mr. 
nd Sir |, and tho 
oman. ’ Fough time, 
They give you anything to 

ha, hat 
the scarab for you, anyhow, 





Bunter. 





Bill 1 suppos 
's told you. Forcsight, you 
know, and presence of mind—" 

“You fat villain!” said Lord Maule, 
og, was goin’ to Kiel you—" 
“Oh, really, Mauly—” 

_ “But Weal sight We'vo found the 
jolly old. treasuro.”” 

“Oh orikey! Whero is it?” gasped 
» 


Bunter, 
t believe in 





“Tn Mr, Maroudi’s pock 
1 don 















T say, Mauly, 

ola 

T's 
‘gasped Buntor, 

» look 

8p, got it away fron that 

nigger and give it to a pal, ay 
yarrrrooooop! Leave off 4 





y TX can call a nigger 
Rigger if T like, and I can jolly well 





took 
the steamer for home. The holiday in 
Egypt was over—and they all agreed 
that it had been a great time! Still, 
they ‘wore glad ‘that they. wero goin 
{o see Grepitians again, and they looke 
forward cheerily to 

the old school. 


them to Alexandria, where th 


10 new term at 


‘THE END. 


(Phat ende Harry Wharton & Co.'s 
holiday in Egypt.” Next, weck they 
return to Greyfriars again, and are 
Hlarred in the first grand story of a new 
and sensational series, he yarn is 
entitled: “THE WORST BOY IN 1HE 
FORMU! Pell all your pals about it.) 
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OUR THRILLING STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE ! 








Sentence of seven years and MoLean 
wait “deportation. 








rearranged pI 
and Hal and derry escay 
Of the night, eventually reaching Blackheat 
‘whore they stay at-an ion namea the Sws 
With Two Neck 





‘Mal and Jerry are rotur 
to London when suddenly 
Id up by a highwayman. 





Held Up! 
HE, coachman’s foot stepped on 
‘the brake and jammed it down 
‘on tho. ironshod wheols. ‘The 
postboy behind, searching, for a 
weapon, was ordered ficreely to “Drop 
tha and get down!”—an order ho 
promptly obeyed. ‘Then the horseman, 
whose eyes glittered like diamonds 
through the hole in tho erudo ma 
which hid his face, camo up closer, with 
his second pistol levelled. 
“Drop thoso reins!” ho said to tho 
iver, who was by this time shivering 
like a jelly. 














You 
thi 


9 
i 
the trembling passengers began to drop 
thcir money and their valuables. 
‘Under the chin of ono fat man insido 
the coach, who was more obstinate than 
the thors, ‘the highwayman jerked the 


- man, beginni 


™ Read Falcon! 


he roared, | “You 
‘on'vo got! 
pockets, friend, and find 






1c 
ne 


Fool in, 36 
some more, or my gun shall pop !"” 
With @ savage oath, the passenger 


added a bag of the 













extonded 





‘nd his horso which startled tho 
boy. That bony steed, quite unsuited to 
the daring work of its master, was nono 
other, Hal knew, than tho wretched 





animal Jerry McLean had rescued from i 





tho, shafts of tho farmer's cart when ho 
robbed the man of the clothes—the horso 
which had enabled him in safety to 
reach the Swan With Two Necks. 

‘And not only was the horse familior, 
but the rasping voieo of ‘the highway: 
man as well. 

Hal gripped Jorry by tho arm. 

“You must know that voice, Jerry!” 
he whispered excitedly. 

‘Tho highwayman was growing im- 
paticnt. "To rob @ stago coach single- 
handed was perilous work. One had to 
;peditions and stand no nonsonso to 
wet away with it, 

“Come, gentlemen !”” said the horse- 

iz to show anger. “Your 
money, 1F YOU PLEASE!” 

But Jerry did not hand out tho little 
money he had loft. Instead, he leant 
fe mn his box seat and cried : 
Pryse, don't you know me?” 

If tho driver of the coach heard, 
‘MeLean did not care. Neither did Hal. 

‘As for the highwayman—with a loud, 
bellowing laugh, he lowered his pistol: 
arm, 

Jerry, by all that’s wonderful !” he 
cried. “And the kid, too! You may 























fi 
| 






Arthur Steffens. 


you later. Now, my bonnic mare, 
‘ups We must away 
‘Bren as ho swung “his bony horse 
round there camo a clattering of hoofs 
back along the way the coach had come, 
Teas the echoing beat of horses ridden 
At that moment the mgon, swung 
of @ bank of cloud and silvere 








out 
tho 





caving a. cloud of 
Ho catight the glint 
seabbards swinging 
Tode along 
‘Then tho coachman bogan to yell. 
“Te Thoy'tl 
Belle « lag tn Hak lower ste, 
i 8 log up on tho lower step, ho 

reached out for & feather hold, As he 
id. £0, howover, Hel leapt into’ the 
driver's seat, gathered up tho reins, and 
Began to pull the horses round. ‘They 
obeyed in fiddled, prancing confusion, 
“Cut your stick, Jack 1” shouted Jerry 
MoLean. 2 

Waittig for no further urging, Prsso 
rode his sorry horse into the night. 
ada} by this time got th. leaders 
ancing ‘ip’ grassy slope which bor 
ered the’ road: and, yanking at tho 
feine, he’ brought them round so. vio- 
Tmntly that. the coach reared tp on its 
nearside wheels only. 

Tho coachman, thrown into the dust 
§ the coach moved, was scrambling to 


‘wily. 
ed. “You'll have 





metal, and saw 
8 tho “horsomen 





























Which was exactly what Hal wanted 
to do—and did. Ono last mighty pull 
‘at the reins at tho crucial moment, and 
over went tho coach. It struck tho 
ground with a rending crash, and the 
Horses eame down in # struggling heap 
with it. 

Jerry and Hal wore hurled from their 
box seat to the ground; passengers camo 
tumbling from the top seats, in a panic- 
stricken. jumble: the mon inside could 











cold steel barrel of his pistol. "_keop your monoy Jerry. Kid, Tl be 
‘Frlated and puuitned evere Saturday by vig. Propcit imaleaanicd 
Aiverilednend omens ne Eiectway Hothe, Earfondon Sttert. Lautos, BO, 


fates duland Sud Abroad, ats. ber anna 








i Aatnte (Or ae 


ee ena eS 
Seta, ae canis 


J EOE 


fordon & Géteb, Hide 
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‘be heard shrieking and cursing as they 
struggled to get free. 

‘Then up came tho posse of Bow Street 
Runners, tO find the whole road blocked 
and no way of getting through. 

Jack Pryse, who had helped Hal and 
Jerry to eseape from the convict hulk, 






self up from tho 
rushed the dust. from his 


road and 1 fro 
Clothes he found himself staring into the 
‘cold, calculating eyes and grim, set faco 


‘of Martin Cosgrave, the Bow Street 


Runner! 





‘A Narrow Escape! 


AL LOVETT held bis breath as 
hho looked info the stern eyes of 
Ghogeaves tho" mana” eyes 
Seemed to, bore right through 

himy, to. read his mind. : 
Pi Poliave,” anid tho Renner, bending 
sn the sadglg as ho reacted ont for Hal's 
Moulder: "Pye seen you betore! 
ial did not amiwcr. Ho wanted to 
turn’ end run but the way. was barred 
by tg overtuened ‘coach and. tho four 
Pyugeling hortes, who. were. planging 
Hig asvthey tried to regain their fect 














mifal believed that Martin Cosgravo 
had recognised hita, end felt that he was 
lott 

What madman overturned the 


coach?” Cosgrave demanded, drawing 
back’ the clutching hand and staring 





fale 
t. was the coachman !” answered 
Jerry MeLean, who had sprung to safety 





When the coach crashed, and now loomed 
up beside Hal, 
head.” 


“Phe fellow lost his 


‘an, did not hear, for he was 
rying to loosen straps and 
‘buckles and free the harnessed horses, 
tho capes of his great coat floating over 


hig cars, 

“itm grunted Martin, Cosgrav 
storing hard’ ot MeLeany and faking in 
fAppraisingly. the faded finery which 
Gerry had that day bought wt Isaac 




















Sloman’s, in London, F 
Hal Lovett bit. norvously at his 
underlip. Had Cosgrave recognised 


Jerry, Loo, ho wondered, He had been 
preasht ab the trial atthe Old Bailey 
Biten ho had talked to Hlal in the streets 
tat abut on Covent Garden. 

‘Hut the Dow Street ‘Runner seemed 
udlenly ‘to sremombor that the “coach 
Tad been ‘robbed... Swinging his fine 
harso round: he pointed in the direction 
Sacke Bryse, had on. 

“sites him,” ho cried 
dead or alive! Don't wait there, gaping 
fii Tot of schoolboys! Get round that 
toach ond ride hi down! 

“And ‘ho hisnself, sinco they were slow 
to move, pushed his ‘orse, among. tho 
tchors; gained tho bank beside the road, 
nd wont slithering over ie 

iin 8 moment he was by, 
made'alter him, finding’ & path in single 
Tle. Soon the late of the Redbreaste— 
as the Runners were popularly called— 
iad''sorambled ‘past ‘tho barrier, the 
whole’ posto ‘vankthing. in a clatter of 

ys hoot beats and a cloud of Ay- 





























gaye tongue, 
“Which of you overturned my coach?” 
ho wanted to know. “Where's Jim? 
Hey, dim! Come and help us get, these 
hogs up, and fo right tho couch 
FGoach’ won't. run no more to-night, 
Wolter, answored the guard, as he came 
vp holdigg, his dented, horn in, gloved 
hands, ‘tho rear axle’s broke.” 
“Dang it! And darn it?” howled the 
driver, as ho flung his hat down on tho 
dusty) road.” “Did ye ever hear the 
Tike 
‘And then the passengers joined in the 
chorus of lamentation, cursing the high- 
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apipan, blaming the driver, and want 
Ing to know how they were going 10 
reach Maidstone that night. 
“Reckon some of you'll have to walk,” 
said. tho coachman, “Tho. Dillings! 


PI 
Bo% a dark Nin, ho is!" Hle was works 
in we the highiayman ? 
‘But Jerry McLean intervened. 
“'d advise you to keep your tongue 
quiet,” “he sald. Tho” horses wero 
All my friend did was to try to 


t them.’ 
then Jerry drew Hal away. 

“Let's get our luggage, lad,” ho said, 

“and we'll foot it to the inn.” 

And so they dragged their chests out 
of the bootikin, and: shouldered them, 
and together they started upon their 
Jong walk to the Swan With Two Necks. 
‘Tho wooden chests weeo heavy, but they 
did:not mind. And as soon a3 they were 
‘Out of earshot and the overturned coach 
had been swallowed by a bend in the 
road, Jerry began to laugh. 

“Fancy the highwayman being Jack 

al, boy Fyack’s 
Feckoned ho 
from’ the burning hulk, but it's 
to know ho is safe.” 

: ners, are splendidly mounted, 

Tm afraid they'll rum hin 


self, I don’t think they'll tako him, 
‘And, thanks to your blocking tho way 
with tho overturned coach, he got a long 
qlarl, “That's not what is'troubling: mo, 


“What then?” asked Harry. 
“Cosgrave knew us. I saw tho gleam 
of recognition in his 
tho ‘leverest ofall the. ¥ 
‘And ‘since, he did not appre- 
Ym. wondering “what he is 
swung along with raking strides, 
two gentlemen of the town, to judge 
from" their appearanco, and each one 
cigpted down by a heax 


Rumners 
hend us, 


trunk. 


SKIMPOLE the 
Deep Sea Diver 


You will laugh until your sides ache over 

thie ning vars of Tom Merry & Co. of 
‘Skimpole, the Freak of the 
Bis hand: 
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you once tell me that Cosgrave liked 

Sour” 

ie seemed to, He used to talk to 

c whenever he passed my father's sh 

in. Wye Street” gearg a 
“And he saw, that zed falcon tattooed 

on, Zour, chest?» 





“Did he ever refor to that?” 
“Only onge when ho asked me how T 
came, 


i” 
in my, 
seht” 


opinion, he gaye us a 
” said MéLean, “becauso. 
us, he must’ know wo. 
the conyiet hulk 
‘Then why did he give us the 








if he recog 





boty escaped from 
Ethalion, * 









: 1c0 Hal Lovett could not answer 
him, Jerry MeLean lapsed into silence, 
and in this manner, trudging manfull 
fn, they at last reached the Swan With 
‘Two Necks, and dumped the chests down 
within the’ hall, only. too glad to case 
tho muscles of their aching arms. 

Tn the hall they. found mino host 
Peter Davey, waiting for them, and 
holding in his palm a great silver turnip 
of ‘a watch’ whose dial Peter eyed 








‘3 to. do, gentlemen?” 
Where's tho coach? I'vo 





got a bowl of rum freshly brewed for 
But not a sound of horn, 


the passengers. thor 
heard, 


have wo. 











A while later, over a bito of supper 
and a tankard of foaming ale, Jerry told 
Peter Davey moro about. the, robbery, 
and told how he had. recognised Jack 
Pryse, and how Jack had been respons 
ble for his and Hal’s escape from tho 
conviet hl 
Peter wodded his grand old head 
approvingly. i 
f your friend is ono of tho right 
Tm glad he got away from that 
bloodhound Cosgrave,” said he. “And 
if you t Cosgrave guessed who you 
were, I'd adviso you to bo on your 
guard, sir. “Perhaps you would be wito 
0 leave my inn.” 
“Wolll stay another day, Peter,” said 
Sean tes an en nasetane ne 
prepared himself for bed. 























‘The Runners Arrive} 
tho morning Hal and Jerry wero 
up and about almost as soon a8 the 
bustle and elatter in the inn began. 
‘They ate a hearty breakfast in tho 
coffec-room, during which they heard 
tho lively’ chatter of travellers who 
passed in and out of the inn yard ina 
constant stream. 
‘And with it all they gathered somo 
news. 
None of the passengers on the over- 
tone concn had gone on to 
1. ‘The highwayman had 
got away with a rich haul And, what 
hho had got the better of Cos- 
his Bow Strect Runners. 
Jerry dropped a hand on Hal's across 
‘ble and winkec 
“Did yout hear that now?” he asked. 
A little while afterwards they gathered 
from the ostler how the highwayman had 
hoodwinked the Runners. 
“Te seems he was a desperate, covey 
ved at, 




















b, 
Et fer tho. knacker's yard. And vere’s 
‘Tue Maones Lisniny No. 1264. 


a 


whete ‘is cleverness comes in. "E ’ad a 
jong start, but the Runners were finely 
mgtinted and on fresh ‘owes. ‘They rado 
‘him down. But one of them, an officer 
named Martin, eager to get his man, 
gained a long lead on tothers. And 
what does the ‘ighwayman do?” 

“What did he do?” asked Jerry lazily, 
his hands set deop in his pockets and his 
ee ass wide, whilst he grinned 


Inappily at 
ips his “oss in amongst tho trees on 
Shooter's “Til, waits till the Runner rides 
‘then dashes out on him; ducks the 
bbliet, aud tips him outer the saddle on 
fe bi ipa oe coms ora Chemin Apt 
then, the. Runner, being’ stunned, he 
pinches his frosh ‘oss, and gets clean 
‘way on it” 
mart” waid Jerry. 

“Ay,” muttered the oatler, shaking his 
almost bald head, “I'll say it was smart: 
But a batch of reinforcements have gal- 
oped out of Lunnon town, and, what wi 
highwayman abroad, and. convicts at 
large, they're ‘scouring every. hush and 
‘copra, and cottage and barn the county 
through. For Mr, Gosgrave, they say, 18 
toe a wane abs br fving oo 

Soon after lunch a coach arrived, and 
with it a ‘messenger in charge of the 
anddles which Teanc Sloman ‘had. pro- 
rized ‘to’ sond. Jerry Upped the, mes; 
senger, unpacked the saddies, and had 
thet éarried out to the yard. 

‘And there ho told the ostler to saddle 
Galloper #0 that the -horsg should be 
ready for the youd in caso of emergency. 
Jory had. given “measurements with 
gesncy, ‘and the saddle was a. perfect 


‘Didn't, know you wuz a military 

gont, six,” suid the ostler, “as he e- 
marked upon tho pistol holsters. 
“T am not, Bob,” answered Jerry, 
‘but with highwaymien and escaped con: 
riety around, intond to go armed when 
J ride abroad.’ 

Hol wos not yet provided with a 
horse, but landlord Beter Davey lent 
him & smort groy, and this horse also 
Was saddled. “Tho holsters. were filled. 
‘MoLean and Hal packed black masks in 
their riding coats, and lists of inns and 
friondly landlords up and down the 
county which Peter Davey provided 
were pocketed as a further precaution. 


GROSE’S, 
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The afternoon cime and began to 
wane, and the only arrivals at the Swan 
With’ Pwo, Necks were gossips 

villages, who came to talk over the couch 





““T tell you what it is, 
said Peter angered by the long face ot 
them: ‘shall have to give you 
marching orders. It's time’ 1 got 
another potman.” 

‘Kinch did not answer, but the look he 
shot at Peter and Jerry and Hal was full 
‘of venom. 
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Jerry had just helped Hal to « second 
serving of the prime, juicy rump steak 
which formed the basis of the meal when 
of a sudden there was a great hubbub 
and clatter in the yard. Hal put down 
his knife and fork, and drow ‘back the 
curtain which screened the window. 
‘Through the tick, small panes of glass 
ho saw that the yard yas full of horse- 
mon. His keen dyes roamed over threo. 




















cornered hats and red waistcoats. His 
ears rang to the echo of. ¢l aking 
swords, ringing spurs, and voices vaiso. 


almost to a shout. For a moment he sat 
as if frozen to his seat. 

“Jerry,” gasped Hal, as soon,as he had 
recovered from the shock, “the Bow 
Street Runners 

Peter Davey’s chin drooped, his jovial, 
ud Ieee longtined. “But i a moment 
ho, was h again. 

“Better not bo trapped in your pow, 
gentlemen,” he whisper 
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Jerry Mefean and Hal souttlod out of 
it aadoning their weal 

with ane. upstairs,” whispers 
Reter, taking Wal by the’ arm. Tho 
Swan is full of bolt holes.” 

But before they could get clear of the 
room. tere. was’ a alirge of men, who 
entered. from the. yard and from the 
Front of the iun siniultancously, men in 
Bite coats and scarlet waistcoat, who 
walked with ringing stepe, 

‘And. in. front’ of those’ who entered 
from tho yard came ‘Lom Kinehy, who, 
pointing at Jerry and Hal, seid, ins 
Shull, squeaking treble 

There they are, Mr. Cosgravot 
Thexlve cone creeped from te bak 
Ethallon’ Arrest "ent, and give mo tho 
rewar 














Jerry and Hal wore surrounded in a 
moment by strapping, bros 
men, who eyed them fixedly. 
somo were 


id-shouldered 
‘Some wero 
others 





jecring smiling, 





2Re aT vemarked the-celcbraied Bow 
Strect Runner. “This mam declares you 
are escaped convicts, What are your 
names?” 

‘My namo ig Palmer,” said Jerry 
carelessly, and without hesitation. “This, 
is my younger brother Ted. Wo live at 
Ci in) and are riding there to- 








morrow.’ 
Mr. Cosgrave's vos wrinkled into » 
grim’ smile, 


ps ai the same timo 
“And what would 
you soy if I told 


ur namo, was 
Torry McLean, and that your brother's 
name war Lovett, ch?” 

His vight hand sought.his pocket and 
dived beneath tho big flap, Te camo out 
again gripping a staff with a crown on 
top of it, and this he held up to viow. 
McLean ard Hal Lovett.” 1 
said briskly, “T arrost you in the King’ 
name!” 












(Hat and Terry ave in @ tight corner 
now, through - the treacherous Tom 
Kinch. Don't miss the thrilling devetop- 
ments ia net Saturay's extra speciat 
number of the Msdxer. And, remember. 
chums, the first SIX SUPER STAMPS 
teill he prevented PREB in this issue.) 
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